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	1. Opening Actions

Bellum Mundorum

A/N: Hello everyone, this is Dragon Noire reporting. This is my first time writing a crossover or a fanfiction in general. Criticism will be appreciated, even if it is flaming. As I said before, this I my first fanfic, and I need feedback in order to learn from my mistakes. That being said on with the show. I will post the timeline separately along with the codex for all of the UNSC equipment, etc.

**UNSC Planetary HQ **

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**15:41 GST**

**General Wladislaw Sobieski, UNSC Army**

General Wladislaw Sobieski wasn't in the best of moods. Not that he ever was, but now, since the Galactic Republic was getting ready to attack a UNSC planet, he was in a VERY bad mood. Sobieski was a veteran, served in the Army during the final days of the Human-Covenant War as well as the Human-Promethean War. The Galactic Republic, a faction that the UNSC discovered 3 years ago, was on mediocre terms with the UNSC since their discovery, but certain factors changed that.

General Sobieski requested that the Navy get some ships in to support the New Verde Defence Fleet. _Fleet_, the general scoffed at that word. New Verde's so-called fleet was made up of about 10 ships. 4 Ardent-class Frigates, 3 Hydra-class Destroyers, 2 Vendetta-class light cruisers and the flagship, a Hyperion class Battle Cruiser, the _UNSC Apocalypse Now. _

He knew this small defence group was by no means weak, but the Republic Navy could easily overwhelm the ships with sheer volume.

He was about to get his secretary to get him some coffee when his AI, Frankie, popped up. "Sir, Captain DeRosa is on the horn, says it's urgent", he said calmly. The general quickly returned to his desk and took the call. Captain DeRosa, commanding officer of the Tempest Defence Fleet and the _UNSC Apocalypse Now,_ appeared and saluted the general, who returned it. "General, we may have a problem. _Arbalest _RSO's sensor drones made contact with a large fleet moving towards Tempest. "DeRosa said with frustration. Sobieski felt his blood run cold, "Captain, how many ships exactly DID they detect?" he asked with slight worry.

Captain DeRosa, who did not break his stone-cold demeanor, replied "About 220 ships of various classes, sir."

Sobieski leaned back in his chair and sighed in frustration. Tempest's defence forces consist of approximately 1 Army divisions, 1 Marine division and 3 of the UNSC's Airborne battalions. 4 SPARTAN-IV Fire teams have also been recently deployed onto the planet. The UNSC Air Force maintains a sizeable presence with about 200 Rapier-class planetary defence fighters.

3 ODPs are in orbit to defend in conjunction with the Tempest Defence Fleet. And while that may be a formidable force, the Republic fleet would easily crush that albeit taking casualties.

General Sobieski then composed himself and went into his "combat mode". He called up Frankie, "I want all personnel on this planet mobilized and evacuations on all major cities to begin. Get HIGCOM on the horn and tell them we're going to need more ships. The Republic wants war gentlemen, I say we give them one they'll never forget." He ordered in a tone that could make even the most battle hardened soldiers tremble.

Frankie nodded and shimmered away to go fulfill the general's orders. Sobieski then turned to DeRosa, "Captain, deploy your Marines planetside, we're going to need all the men we can get on this." he ordered. Captain DeRosa nodded and saluted him and his hologram shimmered away. Sobieski got up and started walking to the armory since he was going to be needed in the field. He then stopped, and remembered something "Where the hell is my damn coffee?" he thought to himself as he exited his office.

**Bridge, **_**UNSC Apocalypse Now**_

**In high orbit above Tempest**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**16:11 GST**

**Captain Leonardo DeRosa, Tempest Defence Fleet, UNSC Navy**

The bridge of the _Apocalypse Now _was alive with activity. Crewmen ran to and fro, relaying and taking orders while the 10 ships of the Tempest Defence Fleet positioned themselves around Tempest's ODP battlecluster.

Captain DeRosa was looking over the latest Intel on the Republic fleet and how they could possibly even the odds out. DeRosa was born 8 years after the Human-Covenant War, but was old enough to remember seeing tensions between Humanity and the Sangheili. Marlon, the _Apocalypse Now_'s AI, appeared on the pedestal beside him, "Marlon what's the status on our reinforcements?" DeRosa asked. "Battlegroups Romeo and Warwitch are en route; ETA 2 hours, sir, and the Sangheili have pledged 7 ships to help us. The odds are lookin' piss-poor for the Republic if I do say so myself." He answered with slight humour in his voice.

Captain DeRosa laughed a bit at that before replying" One can only hope Marlon, one can only hope".

Battlgroups Romeo and Warwitch each consist of 36 ships, with both battlegroups being led by Vice Admiral Niko "Papa" Papadakos.

The 7 Sangheili ships will be a major help, as the Sangheili are known for the tenacity and ferocity in combat, both in space and on the ground.

_But will that be enough? _He thought to himself. He shook that thought out of his mind and dove back into the organized chaos that was the bridge. His 2IC, Commander Larson, turned towards him, "Cap'n, all ships are in position, any further orders?" Larson asked. Captain DeRosa replied with "No, now we just wait."

**Costa Verde Orbital Elevator**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**November, 12****th****, 2596**

**16:56 GST**

**Sgt. Felix "Frolic" Blackman, 173****rd**** Airborne, UNSC Airborne**

The Costa Verde Space Tether station was alive with activity. Civilians were moving about, trying to get to the loading bays, UNSC troops yelled out orders among the crowd and directed traffic and vehicles sped around to their destinations. Felix has no idea why he and his squad were placed on evac duty. That's the groundpounders' job, not the Airborne's.

He was looking around, making sure there was nothing suspicious going on, until a boy, about 5 or 6 years old was standing there, staring at him with big, excited eyes. Felix didn't know what to do, "Uh, you lost kid?" he asked, unsure of what to do. The boy shook his head no, and then his mother came in and apologized, Felix put his hand up " It's not a problem ma'am, kids seem to like looking at all of our fancy gadgets, by the way, here kid, catch." He tossed the little boy a bullet from his M85 assault rifle. The boy looked overjoyed and waved.

Felix's teammate Cpl. Natasha Hendrix chuckled, "Making new friends eh Felix?" she asks while smirking. Felix just rolls his eyes and waves her off while making a 'pfft' sound.

Then a broadcast came on over the loudspeakers, "All civilians please be advised; boarding process will now commence".

Felix took that as his cue to start things up, "Alright everyone please proceed in an organized fashion and head to the loading docks!" he yelled through his mike over the crowd.

When the civilians started to congregate to the elevators loading bays, a column of M14 'Puma' LRVs and M50 'Honey Badger' APCs rolled up.

An army trooper hopped out of a Puma and approached Felix. Felix immediately saluted him. His HUD read: **Maj. Douglas, A. 52****nd**** Mechanized; Army**.

Major Douglas saluted back to Felix and ordered "Sergeant, we'll take over from here." Felix was about to respond when he heard a sonic boom and looked up. Dozens of Pelican dropships were screaming in towards Costa Verde.

"Damn, looks like the leathernecks are in a hurry" said Maj. Douglas with slight humour in his voice. Felix agreed. He knew that something big was coming, and when he looked around, so did everyone else.

**Bridge, **_**UNSC Apocalypse Now**_

**Holding defensive positions above Tempest**

**November, 12****th****, 2596**

**17:55 GST **

**Captain Leonardo DeRosa, Tempest Defence Fleet, UNSC Navy**

DeRosa was looking out of the view screen at the nebula that Tempest is known for. Just then his navigations officer called out "Sir! Slipspace ruptures 20,000 km to port!" DeRosa looked to port and saw 72 slipspace portals appear, and then their ships came out not seconds after.

"Captain! We're being hailed by Vice Admiral Papadakos." shouted his comms officer. Vice Admiral Papadakos was a Navy veteran from the Human-Covenant War; he served under Admiral Konstantin, a war hero who is known for his attrition style of Naval combat and the Colossus Defence Plan. Papadakos was a man who like his former commanding officer, used attrition style naval tactics to subdue the enemy.

Captain DeRosa turned towards the screen" Put him on Lieutenant. "He ordered. Admiral Papadakos' face appeared on screen, and DeRosa saluted him. "Captain, HIGHCOM notified me of the situation. Have your ships hold position behind Tempest's moon with my carriers; its high gravitational readings should be able to hide you." He ordered in his slight Greek accent.

**2 hours later**

**Behind Tempests moon.**

The Tempest Defence Fleet was in position with two of Admiral Papadakos' carriers; the _Dresden_ and the _Transylvania._

DeRosa was then hailed again by Papadakos.

Behind Papadakos, Captain DeRosa could make out the massive bridge of the Asgard-class battleship, the _UNSC Fenrir_.

Papadakos then sighed "Captain, this planet is home to 10 million people, and I'll be damned if I let the Republic take it without a fight. These people are depending on us, we need to show them that the UNSC can defend their people, and show the Republic that they have no right to take what is theirs." He stated with a slight ting of anger in his voice.

Papadakos then logged off and left Captain DeRosa to think about what he said. His navigations officer then abruptly shouted " Sir, spatial anomalies detected 5 million km out!"

DeRosa realized those are hyperspace anomalies. 220 ships of various classes sped into existence and held their position. DeRosa's eyes went big _My God, that is a lot of ships _he thought to himself. The Republic came for war, and the UNSC will gladly give them one they will never forget.

**A/N**: Well here it is. No action just yet but I promise, there will a lot very soon. There are still a few characters to introduce as well as seeing things from the Republic's point of view. Please rate a review; this is Dragon Noire signing out.


	2. Acta Non Verba

Bellum Mundorum

**A/N:** Hey guys, Dragon Noire here. This chapter will be from the Republic's point of view. This will also help explain some things such as the trigger for the war.

**Bridge, **_**GSD Retribution**_

**In orbit around Coruscant**

**November, 12****th****, 20 BBY**

**12:34 GST**

**Admiral Wilhuff Tarkin, Republic Navy**

The feeling was beyond comprehension. Tarkin couldn't believe that he was promoted to Admiral. Standing on the bridge of his new Imperator-class Star Desytroyer, he couldn't feel more proud of himself.

At first he didn't understand why he was given the promotion, but then he was told that his knowledge of the enemy made him a perfect candidate. He was officially in charge of a 220 ship armada put together to go subdue a UNSC colony by the name of Tempest.

_The UNSC,_ he thought to himself angrily. Tarkin took a major disliking to the United Nations Space Command after they interfered with Republic business, and on a more personal note that he was captured by some UNSC "Marines". The memory of the Republic's defeat at the hands of the UNSC was still fresh in his mind.

**[Flashback]**

**Bridge, **_**GAS Assimilator **_

**Engaging CIS/UNSC fleet, in orbit around Antar 4(CIS Planet)**

**December, 13****th****, 21 BBY**

**18:51 GST**

**Captain Wilhuff Tarkin, Republic Navy**

"What the kriff is going on?!", "Why aren't our port batteries firing?!", "Lieutenant! Where is my situation report?!" these were among the many things that Captain Tarkin yelled among the chaos that was the _Assimilator'_s bridge.

Tarkin looked outside of the windows to see the battle between the Republic fleet and the CIS/UNSC fleet.

The enemy fleet consisted of two Providence-class destroyers, and four Munificent-class frigates for the CIS. Their UNSC counter parts consisted of two warships, one frigate and a destroyer.

An officer ran up to Tarkin and saluted "Sir! Here is the situation—", he was cut off by an explosion.

A salvo of missiles struck the _Assimilator. _Consoles on the bridge exploded and a few crew members were thrown back. Tarkin was thrown off of his feet and landed near the front of the bridge.

He then got up, dusted himself off, and looked out the window. His eyes widened when he saw a UNSC ship approaching, A destroyer to be exact. A vicious, ugly looking thing meant for one thing only: war. He saw it orienting itself to fire on the Republic fleet's flagship, the _Resistor._ Its batteries were not firing, and a quick glance to the holo-table confirmed his worst fears: The _Resistor_ had no shields.

Tarkin immediately turned to the helmsmen "Helm! I want reactors at 110%! Put us between the _Resistor _and that ship!" he shouted as the Destroyer got ever closer to its prey" Do not let that damn ship near it!"

The ships started to burn through space and debris to reach their intended targets.

Tarkin then ordered his weapons officer" Ensign, divert all power from our shield generators to our remaining weapons. Wait for my command to fire."

The officer complied and proceeded to fulfill his duty. Forty-five seconds later the _Assimilator _and the UNSC Destroyer came to face each other. "FIRE!" Tarkin all but yelled in fury " Destroy that damn ship."

The _Assimilator'_s remaining weapons batteries started firing at the Destroyer.

A few bolts hit the destroyer only for a golden shield to appear over its hull.

The Destroyer started to pull evasive maneuvers to avoid the _Assimilator'_s barrage, but as it did that there was a large bluish flash from its bow. It had fired its main gun.

Tarkin just managed to yell "Brace for impact" just as the MAC slug tore a large portion on the _Assimilator'_s starboard section off.

The ship started to spin out of control and downwards towards Antar 4. Tarkin ordered for emergency thrusters to be fired. "Sir, thrusters are offline, the engines are not responding." said one of his officers "We cannot stay here."

Tarkin pondered for a moment before coming to a decision," Abandon ship. All personnel abandon ship!" he yelled among the groans and creaks of a once mighty ship, falling apart.

Crew and ground troops began rushing to anything that could get them off the ship. Tarkin, 3 of his officers and 5 Clone Troopers got into an escape pod as soon as all other escape pods were launched. Their escape pod launched as well, and sailed towards the surface of Antar 4.

A few minutes later their escape pod landed roughly in a clearing by a swamp. As Tarkin exited the pod he heard a boom. He looked up and saw the wreckage of the _Assimilator _enter the atmosphere.

There was a thunderous crash as the wreckage came down to its final resting place.

He sighed and turned to the men with him. He approached the Clone Sergeant. The Sergeant saluted him," Captain Tarkin sir, Sergeant Blight reporting in. What are our orders?" Blight asked.

Tarkin smirked and said" We head east. We have crashed 4 kilometers off the outskirts of Temba Port, and from there we can link up with Republic forces. We must move quickly, no doubt the enemy will attempt to find survivors."

Blight acknowledged and ordered his men to move out and watch for hostiles. They linked up with another squad of troopers who crashed near them.

After a few minutes of traversing forests and swamps, Sergeant Blight stopped and put his hand to the side of his helmet. He nodded his head a few times and then turned to Tarkin "Sir, some survivors are reporting heavy casualties. They think it's the UNSC ground troops." He said calmly. Tarkin shook his head then looked at Blight" Sergeant, we must move now. These primitives are hunting us." He ordered.

Tarkin was beginning to get worried. _Did we underestimate them? _He thought to himself _No, there is no way that they could pull off a victory._

They started advancing and after a few hundred feet they heard three loud booms. All of a sudden three Clone Troopers went flying with a huge hole where their torsos used to be.

Blight screamed to get to cover. Just as they were scrambling to get to cover, automatic gunshots went off and more troopers fell down dead. The clones started firing into the forest before two more got hit by automatic bursts. Tarkin couldn't see the enemy or where they were firing from. He could tell that the weapons being used were projectile weapons, archaic and brutal things, but nonetheless deadly.

A trooper got out of cover with his rocket launcher only to explode in a pink mist and shower the remaining survivors in blood.

Blight looked at Tarkin" Captain, we have to surrender. We're getting chewed to kriffin' bits here!" he yelled. Tarkin then grunted with frustration and nodded his head.

He raised his hands in to air and the others dropped their weapons and did the same. Tarkin stepped into the open followed by everyone else and then looked into the trees. 14 men in advanced looking green and grey armor stepped out of the trees with their weapons up. The lead soldier had a white shoulder piece, identifying him as the superior of the group of soldiers.

Tarkin looked at them and muttered with anger "UNSC". The lead soldier walked up to him and stopped. "Marines, tie their 'em up" ordered the leader. His grey colored visor the de-polarized and Tarkin could see the man's eyes and the bridge of his nose. The soldier's eyes had a look of amusement.

Tarkin was enraged, he then as calmly as possible looked the soldier in the eyes "Who are you supposed to be?" he asked in a vile tone. The soldier chuckled, "The name is Captain Matkowicz, 34th Marine Expeditionary Unit, and you are?" he asked.

Tarkin replied" Captain Tarkin, Republic Navy." He said with seething anger in his voice. The soldier looked at him for a moment then asked, "What's a Captain doing without his ship?" asked The Marine Captain with slight humour.

Tarkin did not respond to this. Blight had his helmet taken off and then he looked at the Marines with a shocked expression" Are you guys special forces or something?" he asked. One of the Marines scoffed at that " We like to think we are, but there is others in the UNSC that make us look like a bunch of rookies." He said in a strange accent.

Just then another boom was heard. They all looked up to the west and saw a flaming ship, a UNSC Frigate to be exact, falling through the atmosphere. "Aww hell, there goes the _Princeton._" muttered one of the Marines in frustration.

Tarkin smiled "Maybe you should surrender; you only had two ships here to begin with." He said humorously.

The Marine Captain was standing about fifteen feet away, speaking into his comms. One of the Marines approached Tarkin" Hey, motard, the _Achilles _is still there and half of your grand fleet has been blown to hell. Hell, I'm pretty sure they took your ship out as well. So much for you " Republic might"." He said matter-of-factly.

Captain Matkowicz came to them "Gunny, get the prisoners ready for exfil, we've got a bird ETA two mikes." He ordered.

A few minutes later a UNSC dropship landed near them. Tarkin and his crew were loaded onto the craft along with 6 Marines.

The dropship took off and flew towards the UNSC base.

**Brig, UNSC FOB Trident**

**Temba Port, Antar 4(CIS Planet)**

**December, 14****th****, 21 BBY**

**1:51 GST**

**Captain Wilhuff Tarkin, Republic Navy**

Tarkin was having a terrible time. He spent over seven hours inside the brig of a UNSC base. He was about to fall asleep when he heard a whoop come from outside the brig. A very excited whoop by the sounds of it.

Tarkin came to realize that the UNSC troops were very experienced. No matter how cocky or arrogant some of them sounded, when push came to shove, then they knew how to shove very well.

The UNSC about forty years prior ended up concluding a war where they were very nearly wiped off the face of the galaxy. 28 years of war can change the way a military functions, and the UNSC is no different.

He started to hear a loud clamor outside of the brig.

A Marine walked by their cell, so Tarkin stood up" You, what's going on out there?" he asked. The Marine looked at him and replied "Your fleet retreated and your ground forces surrendered. We won. You won't have to worry about anything for a while."

Tarkin couldn't believe it. The CIS with the help of these primitives managed to beat them into submission. He slumped down against the wall. He started angrily muttering to himself about getting revenge and putting the so-called "primitives" in their place.

**[End Flashback]**

**Bridge, **_**GSD Retribution**_

**In orbit above Coruscant**

**November, 12****th****, 20 BBY**

**12:40 GST**

**Admiral Wilhuff Tarkin, Republic Navy**

Tarkin hated those UNSC dogs with a passion. He felt ashamed after he was returned to Republic space during a prisoner exchange a week later. They made the Republic Navy look pathetic and put a stain on their record. They were going to be taught that the Republic does not tolerate these kinds of actions against them. He especially wanted to reclaim honor in his family's name.

He was snapped out of his thoughts when his executive officer told him that Admiral Yularen is requesting him on the holo-comms. Tarkin goes to the holotable and takes the call from Yularen.

He snapped to attention "Admiral Yularen sir." He said crisply. Yularen looked at him for a moment before starting "Tarkin, your Clones will not be getting support from the Jedi in this battle. They wish to stay out for the time being as they see no need for them to get involved in this war yet. If things go sour for us, then they may decide on becoming officers to lead the soldiers into battle." He said in a neutral tone.

Tarkin smirked at that" Admiral, I can assure you that we won't need the Jedi in this fight. We can show the true might of the Republic without Jedi interference." He stated proudly "They would just get in the way and slow down the process of us gaining a swift and decisive victory over the UNSC."

Yularen sighed" Admiral Tarkin, do not underestimate our enemy. We have done that once and paid dearly for it, you of all people should know what I mean by that. We are dealing with a very paranoid faction here that know war all too well, and underestimating them could easily spell defeat. But I have other matters I must attend. Godspeed Admiral. Said Yularen before his hologram shimmered away.

Tarkin then walked over to the center of the bridge where his executive officer was standing. "Commander, what is the status of the fleet?" he asked.

His executive officer looked at his data pad and then back at him "All ships are ready to transition into hyperspace sir. It's on your call." said the officer.

Tarkin took the data pad and then looked towards his bridge crew; he then ordered "Tell the other captains to transition into hyperspace now. It's time to put these dogs in their place." Tarkin looked out into space as it stretched into hyperspace.

**A/N: **Well that's the Republic's POV and I decided to throw some action in there along with some background to how the war started. Hope you enjoyed it, please rate and review. This is Dragon Noire signing off.


	3. Semper Fi

Bellum Mundorum

**A/N: **Time to meet and greet.

**Bridge, **_**UNSC Fenrir**_

**Holding defensive position above Tempest**

**November, 12th, 2596**

**19:56 GST**

**Vice Admiral Konstantin Papadakos, UNSC Navy**

Admiral Papadakos was staring at the holotable displaying the enemy fleet. Just moments ago the Republic fleet of over 220 ships sped into existence approximately five hundred thousand kilometres from Tempest.

He was in a grim mood. He knew that the Republic fleet outnumbered his over 2 to 1. He also knew that this enemy does not fight like the Covenant.

_How on Earth are we supposed to fight them?_ He thought to himself, _they actually use credible tactics, not some headlong charge with guns ablaze._

The _Fenrir's_ AI, Sif appeared on the table.

"Sir" She asked "Shall I get our weapons online?"

Papadakos shook himself out of his trance and looked at Sif.

"Notify the whole fleet, I want all weapons readied and fighters on stand-by" He ordered.

Sif merely nodded and disappeared. Papadakos walked over to the front of the bridge and looked at the view screen. It was zoomed in on the enemy fleet, and it was an imposing sight to see. Papadakos had seen Covenant ships up close, and they were all purple and rounded, but predatory nonetheless. These ships looked like arrowheads, just waiting to impale you.

He was about to turn back when his comms officer got his attention "Sir! One of the Republic ships is hailing us!" shouted the officer.

Papadakos looked at him "Bring it up Lieutenant; I want to see this Republic clown." He ordered.

The view screen changed from the Republic fleet and read-outs to the face of a Republic officer. The man looked to be about middle-aged with a military regulation haircut. His face had a smug look as if he was confident that his fleet would just steamroll the enemy.

The man then smirked "My name is Admiral Wilhuff Tarkin of the Grand Navy of the Republic, to whom am I speaking to?" He asked in an amused fashion.

Papadakos looked the man in the eyes" Vice Admiral Konstantin Papadakos, UNSC Navy, but before we get into pleasantries, what may I ask gives you the right to encroach on our sovereignty? He asked sternly.

"I am merely coming to teach you a lesson, you primitives are assisting terrorists and think you could possibly get away with it. You attacked our ships on Antar 4 and meddled with galactic affairs, that is why I am here Admiral, I am the teacher and you are a student" Tarkin said matter-of-factly.

Papadakos tried not to lose his nerve. Who the hell was this Republic clown to dictate him and the UNSC and try to scare them into submission?

"Listen here _Admiral_; do you think that petty threats intimidate me? I was commanding ships and fighting against enemies that would give you nightmares while you were still in diapers. Don't tell me that we need to be taught. The only lesson that's going to be taught is how primitives like us blow your _Grand _fleet to hell." Papadakos sternly stated.

With that, Tarkin's face turned into a scowl. Papadakos could swear he heard a chuckle.

"If you won't surrender your planet Admiral, then I will have no choice but to take it. Good day." He said.

With that, the feed went dead. Everyone in the bridge was staring intently at Papadakos. The tension in the air was so thick that a hot blade could cut it.

He turned around. "All hands man battle stations! Helm! I want 50% burn ahead! Get our Marines deployed groundside now! Sif, notify General Sobieski and the other ground pounders; war has come to our doorstep." He ordered.

The bridge was a flurry of activity as the klaxon for general quarters was sounded. Papadakos looked out the view screen; the Republic fleet has proceeded to advance.

_God Almighty, it's really happening_, He thought to himself.

**Interior, M6085 Mobile Command Vehicle**

**Outskirts of Costa Verde, Tempest**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**20:38 GST**

**General Wladislaw Sobieski, UNSC Army**

General Sobieski was staring at the datapad in his hands. He and his counterparts in the Air Force and Marines were just notified of the Republic fleet.

_Goddamn, that's a lot of ships _He thought to himself.

He then got up and walked over to the holoprojector. He hailed his Marine and Air Force counterparts; General Michael Bennings of the UNSC Marines and General Toshi Yaminashi of the UNSC Air Force.

They both saluted in unison. "General Sobieski, Sir."

"Generals, I assume you've heard the news?" He asked.

"Yes sir, all my Marines have been mobilised and we're getting reinforcements from Admiral Papadakos as we speak." Stated General Bennings.

"Affirmative General, all of my aircraft are ready to deploy on a moment's notice" General Yaminashi calmly said.

Sobieski saluted them both, "That will be all gentlemen."

The holoprojector turned off and Sobieski turned around to leave when he heard the klaxon go off.

He looked back and shouted, "What the hell is going on?!"

One of his men ran up to him and handed him a datapad.

The soldier then started frantically," Sir! The fleet just engaged the enemy and we have reports of boarding craft heading for our ODPs and the Maria station!

General Sobieski's face lost all color. The Republic was trying to neutralize the biggest threats to them. They needed those ODPs out of action before they could begin landing procedures. The tether station could allow the Republic to transport troops down the Costa Verde Orbital Elevator.

He looked at his 2IC.

"Colonel, do we have any units in or around the tether?" Sobieski asked. "I need that tether base secured in case hostile troops break through the Marines up top".

The Colonel checked his datapad.

"Yes sir, we have the 52nd Mechanized currently around the tether base," Said the Colonel without looking up from his datapad. "We also have Spartan Fireteam Magic awaiting deployment."

"Spartans? That's some of the best news I've heard all day" Muttered Sobieski "Get me a line to their leader Lieutenant."

**Barracks, Fort Kamino**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**20:41 GST**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**Spartan Mathew "King" Sullivan, Fireteam Magic, UNSC Spartans**

"Yes sir, we'll be there in 5 mikes" Spartan Sullivan said into his ear piece.

Fireteam Magic was just given orders to rendezvous with the 52nd Mechanized at the base of the orbital tether. They were to make sure that if the Republic forces broke through, that they wouldn't get further than the facility's walls.

King got u p and walked over to the rest of his fireteam members. The fireteams sniper got up and clearly looked agitated.

"King, when the hell are we going to leave this place? Every single groundpounder is off doing something that isn't sitting around." Said the sniper "I'd actually like to die fighting, not get blown up in my sleep."

King shook his head "Ghost, I understand that you're agitated, but you won't be anymore." King said "HQ just gave us deployment orders; we're to make sure the Papa Sierras don't snag the tether. We'll be under the command of a Major Douglas, 52nd Mechanized."

Ghost just shook his head in annoyance. Kind then looked around at his team. Maria" Lotus" Kozak, Franklin "Turtle" Newman, Dominic "Ghost" Nowakowski and Tanya "Eclipse" Maxwell.

They knew that they were going to have to give it their all, otherwise many good soldiers would die in vain. Everyone got up and walked over to the armory to grab their weapons. Within two minutes they were geared up and heading towards their Pelican dropship.

_This is going to be a long fight, Thought_ King to himself.

**Docking Bay 1A, Maria Station**

**Above Costa Verde**

**20:42**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**Captain Michelle Vickers, Echo Company, 4****th**** Battalion, 67****th**** Marine Regiment, UNSC Marines.**

Captain Vickers was standing on a crate in the docking bay inside of the Costa Verde space tethers orbital station. Her company was overseeing evacuations and now the defence of the station from Republic forces.

"Get that MG up on that gantry facing the docking bay entrance!" She ordered.

A Marine ran up to her and saluted. Before he could speak the station slightly shook.

"Alert, Alert, unidentified aircraft approaching Maria station, all security personnel prepare for boarding." Maria's Dumb AI announced over the PA.

Vickers looked around then back at the waiting Marine.

"Ma'am, Lieutenant Henderson requests extra MGs for 5th Platoon. Maria control says that the most Republic forces are concentrated near that sector there." The Marine said.

Vickers sighed and then at her datapad. She had three extra MGs that she could spare as well as a sentry gun. Although the sentry guns may not be the most effective weapon systems, when it comes to putting as much lead downrange as possible, then it does its job flawlessly.

"Head over to Sergeant Banks by the stairwell. He'll get you what you need." Vickers said dismissively.

The Marine and four of his squad-mates ran off to get the weapons.

Vickers and her company were going to defend Maria station until the end. If the Republic had access to it, then they could easily transport troops down considering the UNSC wouldn't be allowed to destroy the structure.

Vickers hopped down from the crate and walked over to what has been set up as 2nd Platoon's command station. Upon arrival she met up with 2nd Platoon's NCO; Gunnery Sergeant Logan Dewitt.

Dewitt saw her and saluted "Ma'am."

Vickers returned the salute and asked him on the 2nd's readiness. They were eagerly awaiting their Republic "buddies".

Vickers smiled and knew these men would eagerly fight these Republic pricks. Hell, they're Marines; they'll show the Republic how real war is fought, the Marine Corps way. Her comms then beeped.

"Captain, it's Corporal Riley, the Station Master wants to see you, and he wants a brief on the fallback plan." Said the Marine on the comms.

She looked at how the Marines were set up for combat then turned back to Dewitt.

"Gunny, hold the fort down, I'll be back in 10 mikes." Vickers ordered.

**5 minutes later**

Captain Vickers was in the midst of leaving the station control room when she heard a thunderous boom. An alarm then started ringing and the PA started broadcasting.

"Docking Bay 1 Alpha has been breached, all combat personnel; Condition One has been set, live fire is now authorized." The AI said over the loudspeakers.

Vickers started running towards the trams. When she got there she found Corporal Riley and his squad. The activated the tram and went off in the direction of Docking Bay 1 Alpha. Three more loud booms went off.

"Captain! This is Gunner Sergeant Dewitt! Hostiles have breached bay doors we're taking heavy fire and don't know how long we'll last! Holy shit! Look out gren-." The feed was cut off by an explosion.

The Captain tried to reach Dewitt but to no avail. A minute late the tram reached its destination and Vickers could already see the blue blaster bolts of the Republic weapons and the return fire from 2nd Platoon.

Vickers and Corporal Riley's squad disembarked and ran down the hall to the docking bay. When they arrived they immediately took cover. Vickers popped her head out to survey the damage; a destroyed Republic gunship was sitting in the middle of the docking bay and plenty of white armored bodies were lying around it, but more were pouring through the destroyed doors. The Marines were putting up a hell of a fight but were getting pushed back due to the sheer volume of the Republic troops.

Vickers got up and ran to 2nd Platoon command station. She found a smoking mess.

"Captain!" Shouted a voice, "Over here!"

Vickers turned her head and saw a Marine behind a large crate waving her over. Her HUD identified him as Sergeant Brooke Holloway, Dewitt's 2IC.

Vickers sprinted while firing her gun and got behind the crate.

"Sergeant, where's Dewitt?" She asked.

Holloway looked at her for a second then spoke.

"Thermal detonator got him and three others. I'm in charge of 2nd now ma'am." Holloway said.

Blaster bolts started hitting the crate all of a sudden. Vickers radioed Cpl. Riley and told his squad to flank them and draw them away from the doors leading into the station.

Vickers turned on the targeting reticule for her M85G's grenade launcher. She moved out of cover and fired. The grenade landed among a squad of Republic troops and sent body parts flying everywhere. She then got hit by multiple blaster bolts. She checked her shields which were brought down to 30 percent.

"Heads up! They're bringing in heavy weapons!" Shouted a Marine over the radio.

Vickers peeked around a corner and fired a burst at one of the Clones. The man dropped with a big bloody hole in his upper torso. She also saw three Clones bringing in what looks like turret.

"Machinegun teams, I want that turret destroyed before they set it up!" Ordered Vickers, "Riley! How are things holding up?"

Gunfire came over the radio as men shouted commands to each other.

"Badly ma'am! I've got two casualties because of a sniper and finding him is damn near impossible because of how many of those Republic soldiers there is!" Shouted Riley over the radio.

Vickers then ordered Riley and his men to fall back to the main bay. The 2nd would cover their retreat.

The M500 heavy machine guns started to fire down upon the Republic soldiers. They managed to take out the turret team but they started to take heavy incoming fire.

Vickers ran over to a jersey barrier and hid behind it. She popped out and fired her weapon at some clones who were attempting to flank 2nd's position. She saw another Marine take multiple hits, the first few downed his shields, and then two more struck him in the chest, killing him.

Vickers saw one of 2nd's corpsmen and was about to go to him until she heard more loud booms.

"This is Lieutenant Henderson, they breached the shuttle hangars! We're taking heavy fire, we need assistance now!" Henderson shouted.

"Oh God, they broke through the emergency airlock! We're taking' heavy casualties! Gaaaahh-."

"Fall back, fall back! We can't hold the line! Fall back to the security checkpoint!"

The comms were all of a sudden flooded with frantic shouts of retreat, gunfire and status reports.

Vickers got up and fired her gun. Three Marines hopped a barrier and fired their M450s at the clones, decimating some of them. She was about to move as well when she heard a yell.

"Rocket, Look out!" Shouted a Marine.

A clone fired a rocket at the machinegun nests behind her. The rocket impacted and threw her against against her cover. Vickers' vision went blurry and blood stained her visor, she heard ringing in her ears before she blacked out.

**Troop Bay, LAAT Gunship**

**En route to UNSC Orbital Elevator**

**20:53 GST**

**November 12****th****, 20 BBY**

**Lieutenant CC-8121 "Blight", 134****th**** Assault Legion, Grand Army of the Republic**

Too say Blight wasn't excited would be an understatement. This is the first time since he got captured that he actually gets to go up against the dreaded UNSC.

"All right men, listen up!" He heard a voice shout.

Captain CC-2156 or Hunter as he is more commonly known, was getting his troops attention.

"Republic Intelligence garnered up some files on what we're going up against," He stated "The UNSC Marines; a well-trained and unpredictable bunch of bastards. Underestimating them will be your demise, because contrary to popular belief, their slugthrowers are NOT weak and obsolete. They will kill you very fast, so stay out of their sights."

The gunship shook as the stations point defence guns opened fire on Republic forces.

Their comms then flared to life "Rancor Lead to all callsigns, UNSC station defences have opened fire, take evasive maneuvers." Rancor Lead ordered calmly.

After a few minutes of weaving through enemy fire and debris, the gunship made it to one of the stations docking bays. As soon as the door opened bullets flew in and killed a few of Blight's squad mates. He hopped out quickly and ran to cover.

"Private, get a rocket on those turrets! They're chewing us up!" He shouted.

He got up and fired is DC-15 multiple times at a UNSC Marine that was shooting at his men.

Three shots took the shields down and another two to the chest killed him.

One of his men finally managed to get the rocket launcher set up. He aimed and fired at the machine gun nest near the back of the docking bay. The resulting explosion threw many Marines off of their feet.

Blight signalled his men to move forward and take out any resistance.

**10 minutes later.**

Blight and the remaining troops gathered to secure the docking bay.

Blight walked up to a Marine on the ground that was wounded. The man's helmet was damaged and his armor was barely recognizable. His face was that of pain and anger.

Blight crouched down and looked the Marine over.

"Men, find any who survived and grab them. We're taking them prisoner. Patch them up if they're wounded." Ordered Blight.

One of his men signalled him to come over.

Blight approached the trooper who took off his helmet.

"Sir I think you should see this." The trooper said.

He pointed to a UNSC Marine lying on the ground beside some cover. Unlike the other Marines, this one had white markings. He walked over and realized that this Marine was female judging from the body shape.

"This one is different; her armor has markings on it." Blight said.

He kneeled down and flipped her over. Her armor had some damage to it and her visor was cracked and bloody. He could tell she was alive by the fact he could hear slow, labored breathing from her.

He chestplate which said: **Vickers, M. Cpt.**

Blight realized that this woman was most likely the commanding officer and she would be a valuble prisoner, he found the seals for her helmet and took it then checked the helmet for any comms gear.

_Bingo _He thought to himself.

He found the helmet to be working partially and the radio still operational.

He ordered his men to take her and the rest of the Marine prisoners to the triage center they set up and patch them up.

Blight then went to brief the rest of his men on how they were going to do a final push and take the station.

**A/N: Well there you have the first bit of real action in the story. It will get better as it progresses; this is just the opener for the action. I have yet to do the ground battles and fleet battles. By the way, I'd like to thank the author Halcyon5 for letting me use some of his ideas. This scene was influenced by elements in his AMAZING story Do Unto Others. I recommend checking it out. It blew my mind. So rate, review and tell me what you liked/could work on a bit.**

**DN out.**


	4. Resistance

**Shuttle Hangar, Maria Station**

**Above Costa Verde**

**21:06 GST**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**2****nd**** Lieutenant Conrad Henderson, Echo Company, 4****th**** Battalion, 67****th**** Marine Regiment, UNSC Marines**

Henderson ducked as another barrage of blaster fire flew by him. He quickly popped out of cover and returned fire before more bolts hit and forced him down.

"Fuck! All units fall back! There's too many of these bastards!" He ordered.

He tried to contact Captain Vickers, but again he got nothing. He realized that the situation is dire and if he didn't act soon, more men and women would die.

He looked up and saw his troops commencing a tactical withdrawal, firing everything they had at the enemy to maximize the destruction as they vacated the area.

The enemy started to intensify their assault on the UNSC position and a few of the Marines went down from the hailstorm of blaster bolts. The UNSC troops took this as a sign to speed up their retreat as their enemy started to put a lot of pressure on them. While taking fire, the Marines decided to intensify the return fire to try to suppress the enemy forces and buy time to withdraw from the hangar.Henderson then had an idea.

"Pop smoke! We'll cover our retreat!" Yelled Henderson while throwing a smoke grenade.

Some Marines followed suit and launched or threw smoke grenades.

Henderson got up from his cover and ran towards the hangar entrance door, and then he took cover behind a fallen container. He leaned out and spotted a clone trooper armed with a rocket launcher aiming at the retreating UNSC Marines. Henderson quickly snapped his M85 up and shot the man in the head. The clone troopers visor shattered and his head snapped back in a shower of blood before toppling to the ground. The trooper's rocket launcher discharged and flew into the hangar's ceiling, raining down debris.

Henderson was about to move back into cover when his motion sensor detected something on his right and all of a sudden a white armored boot kicked his gun from his hands. A clone trooper with green armor markings came into view and adopted a combat stance which Henderson followed suit. The two combatants circled each other before the clone trooper threw a quick jab that Henderson blocked, and then retaliated with a right hook which sent the man stumbling back. Henderson's Nano-armor increased his strength and speed by 25 percent, making him a very dangerous opponent for the clone. The clone sent two more punches at Henderson, one which he blocked and a second that connected, putting him off balance. The clone took this opportunity to charge Henderson, but he anticipated this and used his fighting skills to throw the man a few feet away from him.

The clone quickly rolled to his feet and pulled out a vibroblade. Henderson in turn pulled out his seven-inch monomolecular combat knife.

The two men charged at each other and the clone attacked first by swiping his blade at Henderson, who avoided the blade by mere inches. Henderson then grabbed the man's arm, disarmed him and slashed it with his blade. The clone barely avoided having his arm cut off by Henderson's blade. He then moved back and saw something on the ground that he could use to kill the Marine: Henderson's M85 assault rifle.

The clone made a dash for it but Henderson jumped and tackled the clone to the ground. Henderson managed to raise his arm and then smashed his knife into the trooper's visor, killing the man instantly.

Henderson got up and pulled his knife out of the clone's visor and sheathed it. He walked over to his rifle and picked it up.

He then switched on his helmet's thermal vision and saw the clones were having difficulty in the smoke but were only sixty meters from his position. He then felt a tap on his shoulder. Henderson turned around and saw a Marine.

"Sir," Said the Marine. "All troops have vacated the hangar; I think we should leave too."

Henderson nodded and the two of them ran off to the hangar door.

They both walked in and saw a Marine hit a switch that locked the doors before smashing the panel with the butt of his gun.

"Tell our engineers to find a way to seal the door, I don't care if they have to weld the damn thing, just make it happen. I don't want the enemy hacking or prying the doors open." He said to the Marine with him.

The Marine saluted him and ran off to go get the engineers.

Henderson sighed and walked to a wall. He leaned against it and slid down to the ground. He looked down at his hands and saw them shaking with adrenaline and fear. _Thrill of combat my ass _he thought to himself amusingly. This is Henderson's first deployment since graduating from Reach's prestigious Highlands Military Academy. At 24 years old, Conrad Henderson felt proud that he became a junior officer in the Marines. He knew combat was quite a scary thing, but the Reach native never imagined it would be so nerve wracking.

He looked around and saw his Marines all sorts of things, ranging from cleaning and checking their gear, to conversing with their fellow Marines. He smiled as he realized that they too needed to focus on other things from time to time. They were the best of the best, but they were still only human. He looked at the door leading into the hangar and saw the engineers welding them completely shut.

With that he sighed and was about to close his eyes until he heard his comms beep.

"This is Henderson." He said irritatingly into his mike.

"Lieutenant Henderson sir, this is Sergeant Walters, the station master would like to see you. I would advise you to drop your men of at the atrium and then proceed to the station control room." The Sergeant said.

Henderson acknowledged and got up to address his remaining troops.

"Alright listen up!" He shouted. "Check your gear and get ready to move out!"

The Marines immediately started getting ready to move. Henderson went over to check on the engineers' progress with sealing the door.

"How's she lookin' Corporal?" He asked.

"We have her sealed up nice and tight sir." Replied the engineer proudly. "We even left them bastards a nice welcoming gift once they figure out how to get through."

And true to his word, the engineers planted a half dozen proximity mines directly in front of the door. Henderson chuckled at the engineers' creativity.

Henderson thanked the engineers and then they headed back to the rest of the Marines and started to walk towards the atrium.

**Shuttle Hangar, UNSC Orbital Elevator**

**Above Costa Verde**

**21:22 GST**

**November 12****th****, 21 BBY**

**Corporal CC-3138 "Helo", First Squad, 3****rd**** Platoon, Sabre Company, 2****nd**** Battalion, 134****th**** Assault Legion, Grand Army of the Republic**

As thesmoke started to clear away, the soldiers of 3rd platoon got hold of their current situation. Out of the forty-four men they started with, they were down to twenty-eight. Corporal Helo of First Squad went to go find his squad and his superior.

"Alright First Squad sound off!" He ordered.

Five out of the eleven original men sounded off. Helo then went off to look for the Sergeant. After searching for a few minutes he found the Sergeant's body by a fallen container with blood pooling by his head. Helo went and took his dog tags before sighing sadly and getting up.

He went back to what was left of his squad and notified them of what happened. His men wanted revenge against their UNSC adversaries for leaving many of their comrades dead. He was now in charge of First Squad, or what was left of it. Before they could converse more, the Corporal heard a shout.

"Oi, Corporal! Get over her!" Shouted the platoon's CO: 2nd Lieutenant Sands.

Helo jogged over to where Sands and the other remaining squad leaders were.

"Gather up men, we're about to be briefed by the Captain. "The Lieutenant said.

Moments later the holo-projector sprung to life, showing the commanding officer of Sabre Company: Captain Trujj.

"Alright people, listen up." He said. "The UNSC troops retreated deep into the station and sealed the door from their side. Whatever scans we could get showed that there is a large tram terminal near the center of the station with multiple points of entry." He points to the multiple tunnels all converging on the tram station. "We believe that the enemy will attempt to make their stand here as the varying levels of elevation and cover could give them an advantage. Saber Company as well as elements from Rancor Company will head through multiple tunnels and box the enemy in. Once eliminated, we will head for the control center and begin transporting troops to the surface unhindered. We breach at 21:32, dismissed."

The men of Third Platoon looked over the stations schematics and planned out how they would go about taking on the UNSC defenders. The Lieutenant assigned First Squad to breach the door and act as forward recon. Helo acknowledged and went to prepare his troops for combat.

**10 minutes later**

A trooper from First Squad was waiting in front of the door with plasma cutters for the order to begin breaching. The comms then crackled to life.

"All platoons, mission is go, proceed to breach" Said Sabre Company's CO.

"Breaching door" Responded the trooper and began cutting a hole in the sealed doors.

The men of First Squad got on either side of the door and Helo got his DC-15A ready. He put his hand up and started counting from five.

As soon the trooper finished cutting the door, Helo gave the signal to move forward. He pushed the door in and the squad started moving in.

Just as Helo was about to enter the breach, a thunderous explosion erupted. Helo and the men of First Squad were sent flying a fair distance before they hit the ground. Helo's vision was hazy and his visor was blood-stained. He saw his men lying in pools of blood with medics attempting to resuscitate them. He then saw that he had a foot long piece of metal embedded through his chest. A medic was running over to him but his vision started to go black before he lost too much blood and succumbed to his wounds.

**Maria Station, Tram Terminal**

**Above Costa Verde**

**21:32 GST**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**2****nd**** Lt. Conrad Henderson, Echo Company, 4****th**** Battalion, 67****th**** Marine Regiment, UNSC Marines**

"Intruder Alert, Intruder Alert. All combat personnel prepare to intercept." Blared the station's AI over the PA.

Henderson checked his weapons and gear before reviewing the mission plan again.

**[Flashback] 7 minutes ago, Maria Station Control Center**

Multiple Marines stood around a holo-table in the middle of the control center.

Henderson and Echo's remaining NCOs were devising a plan to deal with the Republic forces and keep the station out of their hands.

"Why don't we launch a pre-emptive strike while they're gathering their forces?" Asked a young Sergeant "They wouldn't expect a weakened force to hit them while they're getting ready."

A grizzled Staff Sergeant by the name of Sergei Markov scoffed at this.

"Are you insane?" He questioned "They have at least two companies worth of men, while we only have around sixty. We are at a disadvantage in every sense of the word. Attacking them would be suicide."

Henderson chuckled at this. The Staff Sergeant was a hardened man, he fought in many engagements during the Human-Covenant War as well as a lot of conflicts since then. He was born around the same time as the Insurrection was happening before the Human-Covenant War. The man is around 80 years old, but with human life spans averaging around 160 years, he might as well be in his forties. He will be a valuable asset in the battles to come as fighting against aliens and even the Flood at one point essentially removed his ability to feel fear.

"What do you think of the enemy Staff Sergeant?" Henderson asked Markov.

Markov forced a laugh and shook his head.

"These plastic armored bastards are a waste of our goddamn time." He stated angrily "I'll follow your plan sir, as long as we get to kick the life out of them Marine Corps style."

Henderson then pondered about what they could do and how they could use their small force to their advantage.

"Alright gentlemen, here's how things are going to be." He said.

Henderson zoomed in on the station's tram terminal and atrium.

"With the amount of troops we have, including us, numbering around sixty-four, we will divide into four combat teams of sixteen designated Alpha through Delta and each one of you will be put in charge of one." He ordered while gesturing towards them "Now this operation will involve two teams acting as bait and baiting the enemy into the killbox and two fortifying their positions around the killbox. While Alpha and Bravo will be the bait and head to the tam terminal, Charlie and Delta will fortify their positions around the atrium."

He positioned four markers labeled Alpha through Delta into their respective positions.

"The way this operation is going to play out is in two phases." Henderson said two the NCOs "Phase One; Alpha and Bravo will head to the tram terminal and engage the enemy. They're going to hold them off and cause as much damage to their lines as possible while Charlie and Delta fortify their positions. Now Phase Two; Charlie and Delta are going to give a signal and Alpha and Bravo will make a leapfrogging retreat back into the atrium. Bravo will deploy smoke before they leave the tram terminal. Once all troops have reached the atrium, they will deploy to already fortified positions and wait for the enemy to move in. As soon as a large part of the enemy force has moved into the atrium, we will seal the doors and lock them in a killbox."

Henderson then assigned the teams: He would lead Alpha, Sergeant Walters would lead Bravo, Staff Sergeant Markov would lead Charlie and Sergeant Wilcke would get Delta.

He then dismissed them and they headed out to prepare for the operation.

**[Flashback End]**

Henderson was snapped out of his trance by the sound of heavy footsteps coming in from the tunnels.

"All units pick your targets and fire at will. Wait for them to converge at the mouth of the tunnel, and remember; short controlled bursts, that armor is tougher than it looks." He ordered.

He held up his hand until a group of clones showed up at the mouth of the tunnel. He closed his hand into a fist and the Marines let loose a deadly barrage of electromagnetically propelled tungsten.

Many clones were killed right away as the tungsten rounds smashed through their armor painting the ground and their comrades in blood. The clones kept pouring in from multiple tunnels and returned fire at their defenders.

Henderson fired a burst at a clone's head, shattering his visor and painting the wall behind him with blood. He then spotted a clone about to throw a thermal detonator, so he quickly turned and opened fire.

The man got hit in his arm and cried out in pain. He dropped his thermal detonator which exploded and vaporized him and three others.

Henderson then got hit by multiple blaster bolts, forcing him down and draining his shields to twenty percent. He waited for his shields to recharge before popping up and shooting another clone in the stomach, wounding the man.

Henderson spotted a blast barrier on his right and sprinted towards it while keeping his head down. He slid into cover and saw two more Marines with him: Pvt. Jeremiah Louis and Cpl. John McGraw.

Both Marines gave him a quick salute before firing their rifle and ducking down again.

Henderson then saw a squad of clone walking in with miniguns and started to supress his Marines. Henderson turned to the Marines and ordered them to throw their seeker grenades while he would cover them. He switched his rifle to full-auto and started firing on the minigun troopers while the two Marines threw their grenades. The grenades locked on to the troopers and flew into them.

The explosion took out the minigun troopers and wounded many more clones.

Henderson saw a Marine get hit by a barrage of bolts, taking his shields out and going through his head, killing him instantly.

A squad of Marines with SAWs moved in and opened fire on the clones, downing least five of them.

Henderson's comms then beeped.

"Alpha Lead, This is Delta, Phase One complete. Awaiting your call to begin Phase Two." Said Delta's leader.

Henderson looked over and saw a few Marines exchanging fire with a force of clones twice their size. One Marine was hit and wounded but kept fighting as his armor's nanite injectors would patch him up.

"Delta this is Alpha Lead Phase Two is a go, I repeat, Phase Two is a go. Tell your men to watch their fire, you've got incoming friendlies, Alpha out." He responded before switching to TEAMCOM "Alpha team this is Alpha lead, commence withdrawal to the atrium, Phase Two is a go."

Henderson was about to head towards the hallway leading to the atrium when he heard TEAMCOM go off.

"Lookout! Rocket!" Shouted a Marine over TEAMCOM.

Henderson barely had time to register the rocket slamming into the ground right in front of his cover. He was sent flying into a parked tram before he fell to the ground.

Henderson groaned and tried to get to his feet. He managed to regain his senses and heard his shield's alarm blaring when he felt a pain in his leg. His Nano-armor immediately injected nanites into his blood stream and began the process of healing his wound. _Goddamn, that hurt like hell _He thought before getting up and heading to check on the Marines.

His armor was slightly damaged but would repair itself over time.

He saw Pvt. Louis lying on the ground, unconscious and his armor was scorched. He was still alive but his wounds were too great for the nanites to heal.

Henderson ordered Bravo to cover him as he picked him up over his shoulder. He looked around and saw no sign of Cpl. McGraw. He frowned angrily that another of his men died.

He turned around and sprinted down the hallway with the rest of Alpha and heard heavy gunfire while Bravo covered them and stalled the enemy.

When they reached the atrium a corpsman from Charlie took Pvt. Louis and carried him to a temporary triage center. Another corpsman told Henderson that he should get checked out but he just waved him off saying the nanites did their job.

Henderson then went to join the rest of Alpha in providing cover for Bravo when the comms went crazy.

"Holy shit! Who the fuck are they?!"

"Suppressing fire!"

"They're coming in on the right flank! Gaa-."

"Fuck! Retreat! Retreat!"

"Lieutenant Henderson!" Shouted Bravo team's leader over the gunfire "We have a big fucking problem!"

Henderson contacted Bravo Lead and asked him what was going on. When Bravo told him of the situation, Henderson's eyes went wide and felt his blood run cold. He heard two words that he wish he never heard.

Clone Commandos.


	5. Hard Contact

Disclaimer: Forgot about this. So I don't own Halo or Star Wars, they belong to their respective owners blah blah blah.

(A/N: Okay, so here we finally have some ship battles. Anyways, on with the show.)

**Bridge, **_**UNSC Fenrir**_

**Moving to engage GNR warships**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**21:20 GST**

**Vice Admiral Niko Papadakos, UNSC Navy**

Admiral Papadakos stood in the middle of the bridge of the _Fenrir _out the viewscreen at the bright lights that made up the Republic invasion fleet.

They were set to be in weapons range of the main Republic fleet in five minutes, but the orbital elevator and ODPs have reported enemy dropships moving en masse. If the Republic captured the orbital elevator then they would have easy access to the surface of the planet as multiple protocols and regulations dictated that destruction of the elevator is not allowed unless a direct order from HIGHCOM is given. The ODPs on the other hand would be rendered unusable until the enemies are cleared out. The Republic troops could easily sabotage the gun from the outside.

"Sir." A Bridge officer saluted and gave him a datapad. "The Sangheili ships are heading to deal with the situation at the orbital stations."

The UNSC fleet organized itself into a large spearhead formation with multiple wolfpacks of frigates and destroyers above and below the main fleet.

Papadakos turned to Sif.

"Sif, what's the status of the particle cannon?" He asked

"All charged and ready to fire" She replied. "Do you have something in mind Admiral?"

Papadakos had plan in mind to use the _Fenrir's_ Particle Cannon as a trump card if the Republic decided to get smart. The Asgard-class of warships were currently the only ships in the UNSC with this incredibly powerful weapon as it required a lot of power to use.

The UNSC fleet may be dwarfed by their Republic counterparts but they made up for that with the sheer firepower they possess.

Papadakos brought up a display showing Tempest's moon and Captain De Rosa's fleet waiting on the dark side of it. The moons magnetic fields were powerful enough to hide De Rosa's ships from scanners, giving them the element of surprise.

He looked up at the viewscreen and sighed with contempt. He then turned to the communications officer.

"Ensign, send Captain De Rosa a slipspace transmission" He ordered "When David meets Goliath, fire the slingshot."

With that done he went to the command chair and sat down.

_This is going to be a long day _He thought grimly.

**5 minutes later.**

"Admiral, we are now in firing range of our MAC guns." Sif stated.

Papadakos stood up and asked for a fleet-wide comms to be opened.

"Ladies and gentlemen, this is Admiral Papadakos speaking. The battle ahead will be hard and a lot of us will not make it back alive, but we all know that. We signed up knowing that." He said "But the people we signed up to protect don't have to suffer the same fate as us. Show these pompous bastards what the UNSC is made of. We have entered weapons range of out MAC guns, so pick you targets and fire on my mark. Godspeed everyone."

Papadakos looked at the enemy fleet one last time before shouting the order to fire.

**Bridge, GSD**_** Retribution**_

**Moving to engage UNSC Fleet**

**November 12****th****, 20 BBY**

**21:26 GST**

**Admiral Wilhuff Tarkin, Grand Navy of the Republic**

Admiral Tarkin stared smugly at the enemy fleet on the holo-table. His ships outnumbered the UNSC ships over 3 to 1.

But he did not underestimate them in any way. He knew that those spinal mass driver guns mounted on all UNSC ships are a force to be reckoned with.

That is why he ordered a large force of gunships and fighters to go to the four enemy orbital stations.

One of the stations could prove invaluable as it is an orbital elevator, and it could be used to transport troops and supplies. The other three stations made his blood run cold after seeing what little preliminary scans managed to find.

Mass driver cannons that dwarfed even the mightiest UNSC warship's main gun.

Reports coming in from the boarding parties all stated that the enemy was putting up savage resistance and casualties were mounting. Tarkin sent relief to those troops in the form of Clone Commando strike teams.

Tarkin turned to his 2IC.

"Lieutenant, get me line with-"He was about to say something before he was interrupted by a shout.

"Admiral Tarkin!" Shouted the weapons officer. "Massive energy spikes from every UNSC ship. They're about to fire!"

Tarkin looked in disbelief.

"Impossible, at this range they couldn't possibly target us." He responded.

But he yet again underestimated the UNSC.

All seventy ships in the UNSC fleet fired their main guns in a brilliant display of blue flashes. Over one hundred streaks flew across the expanse of space at incredible speeds.

Tarkin quickly ordered his fleet to perform evasive maneuvers and disperse.

Within three and a half seconds the projectiles made contact with the Republic fleet.

Tarkin looked out the window and saw an aging Venator-class get both of its bridges ripped off with the shields barely doing anything to stop it.

Multiple explosions erupted among the Republic fleet as MAC rounds hit shields, ripped off chunks or even gutted ships from stem to stern.

The _Retribution _was hit my two light rounds, making the shields flare and the whole ship rock.

Tarkin grabbed a railing and held on as his ship shook and waited until the shaking stopped. He got up and went to the holo-table to assess the situation. He looked out the viewsecreen and saw the body of a ships' bridge crew float by with some debris.

Tarkin got to the holo-table and changed the display to show his fleet. The information that came in shocked him as he never thought the UNSC could possible hit them at this range.

His fleet consisted of 220 ships. 13 were completely destroyed, 22 in various states of damage and 9 ships rendered incapable of further combat.

That left him with 198 ships capable of further continuing the fight.

He turned to his 2IC.

"Lieutenant, have our troop ships break away from the fleet and begin landing procedures, as for the rest of the fleet, maximum burn, we need to close the distance and cover the troop ships." He ordered.

The Lieutenant saluted him and rushed off to relay those orders.

Tarkin walked to the front of the bridge and saw his fleet accelerating towards the UNSC fleet.

"Sir, we'll be in firing range in seven seconds." Said the weapons officer.

Tarkin nodded before checking his datapad. He was trying to figure out which of the UNSC ships was the flagships. Once he crushed the enemy fleet, he would disable the flagship and go meet the UNSC fleet commander personally.

The klaxons started blaring, signifying that his fleet was in firing range.

"All ships fire at will! Crush these UNSC mongrels!" He roared.

The Republic fleet fired in a massive hailstorm of turbolaser fire at the UNSC fleet.

The heavier UNSC ships bore the brunt of the attack but a lot of the smaller ships were completely destroyed or heavily damaged by the turbolaser barrage.

Tarkin looked on in satisfaction at his handiwork.

"Have all ships launch fighters." He ordered.

He smiled when he realized this might get him to high places when he secures a victory here against the UNSC.

But little did he know that victory does not come easily.

**Bridge, UNSC **_**Fenrir**_

**Engaging Republic fleet around Tempest**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**21:32 GST**

**Vice Admiral Niko Papadakos, UNSC Navy.**

Admiral Papadakos stood in the centre of the bridge shouting orders while at the same time getting statues reports from Sif and the crew.

His fleet just took a retaliatory attack from the Republic and now he was getting a situation report.

An Ensign gave him a datapad and he closed his eyes after seeing the contents. 9 ships destroyed and 12 with various degrees of damage.

The _Fenrir_ was hit multiple time but the shields were only lowered by 15%.

The two fleets were maintaining 25,000 km of distance between each other, spitting distance in space terms.

He lost a lot of men and women under his command before, but it never got easier as time went by. The only way to keep himself sane was to make sure they didn't die in vain.

He sighed before heading over to the holo-table.

"Sif, send a fleet-wide transmission. All ships pick their targets and fire at will. They are to also launch fighters." He ordered. "Also arm Ravager pods Alpha through Echo and fire them after our MAC gun."

Sif chuckled before looking at Papadakos.

"Who should we hit Admiral?" She asked curiously.

Papadakos zoomed in and pointed at a 4,000-meter long Praetor-class battlecruiser.

The _Fenrir _itself measured around 6,000 meters in length, so it dwarfed that ship.

The UNSC Battleship adjusted itself and pointed its bow towards the Republic battlecruiser.

It fired its twin super heavy MACs at the enemy before launching Ravager missiles immediately afterwards.

It took the MAC slugs just over two seconds to make contact but once they did the Praetor's shields struggled to withstand the MAC rounds before failing. The slugs smashed right through the ship and hitting a Venator on the other side, busting its shields and damaging it.

The Praetor's hull warped until it broke in half and the whole ship exploded.

The ravage missiles came afterwards and while a lot were intercepted by point defence lasers, the remainder managed to hit a few damaged ships and knock them out of the fight.

Right afterwards the Rapier Starfighters were launched to intercept the Republic fighters in the distance.

Papadakos watched as the UNSC ships fired their MAC guns and Ravager missiles, and the Republic ships respond with turbo laser fire.

He then looked in horror as a Vendetta-class light cruiser, the _Sumatra _was hit and destroyed while protecting the _Fenrir._

Papadakos turned to the weapons officer and ordered him to target the nearest heavy ship. The _Fenrir _reoriented itself and fired on a Tector-class Star Destroyer, gutting the ship from stem to stern.

The _Fenrir _was bombarded by a hail of turbolaser fire, slightly rocking the ship.

A squadron of Republic fighters and bombers managed to sneak through the UNSC fighter screen and headed for the UNSC flagship. The _Fenrir's _CIWS batteries opened up in a hail of pulse lasers and electro-magnetically propelled slugs. The fighters and bomber were shredded before even getting within firing range of the ship.

Papadakos started barking out orders for the fleet to re-organise in order to effectively counter the Republic ships.

Sif notified him as well of five Republic troop ships heading towards Tempest.

"It's going to be up to the groundpounders and everyone else planetside to deal with them. I can't spare any ships." He said regrettably.

He looked at the holo-table and saw Captain De Rosa's task force was going to be hitting the Republic fleet in 12 minutes.

If one looked out where the fighters were, it almost looked like multi-colored line art with the occasional dot signifying a downed fighter.

**UNSC Rapier Starfighter**

**Engaging Republic Starfighters**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**21:46 GST**

**Major Yiu Yaozu, Callsign: Dragon Lead, 5****th**** Fighter Squadron, Dragon Flight, UNSC **_**Fenrir,**_** UNSC Navy**

Major Yiu banked his Rapier hard to the left to avoid laser fire from an ARC-170 fighter chasing after him.

While the UNSC fleet duked it out with the Republic fleet, it was up the fighter jockeys to prevent any unwanted guest sneaking up on the occupied UNSC ships.

He managed to perform a high-G loop before flanking the enemy fighter and ripping it apart with his 30mm cannons.

"Oi, Major, looks like these boys are giving you a hard time." Chided Dragon-2, Lieutenant Harley Jones." Why don't you watch a true aerial ace in action, you might learn something sir."

Yiu just rolled his eyes and chuckled.

"Please spare me Jones. If I did anything you said, I'd be space dust by now." Retorted Yiu. "Plus you have the lowest kill count out of all of us."

The comms went up with sarcastic comments and jeers after Yiu's retort.

Yiu spotted a Rapier with two V-19s tailing it so he maneuvered himself behind the two fighters and fired off two AMRAAMs at them.

"Scratch two bogies, you're clear." He said over the comms after the two missiles destroyed their targets.

The pilot of the Rapier thanked him before chasing after a damaged V-19.

He heard all sorts of things happening on the comms.

"Fox two! Fox two!"

"Scratch one bandit, switching targets!"

"I got a bogey on my six, I can't shake him!"

"I'm hit! I'm hit!"

Yiu was about to loop around when green laser bolts flew by forcing him to evade. He looked around for his opponent before spotting a Black Eta-2 interceptor heading towards him.

He flew at it and fired his cannons which the enemy avoided while he himself avoided more laser fire.

The Eta-2 managed to get itself behind Yiu and couldn't be shaken off despite Yiu's best efforts.

Yiu kept looping and rolling but the Eta-2 was stuck on his tail like glue so he hit the emergency landing thrusters, slowing him down and causing the Eta-2 to overshoot him. Taking advantage of the situation, Yiu fired a long burst of his cannons at the Eta-2 which went through the cockpit killing the pilot and causing the fighter to explode.

Yiu fired his engines to the max and flew off to join up with his flight, taking out five enemy fighters on the way.

Yiu veered away from a Rapier that took a hit before it exploded. The UNSC fighters had the advantage of being faster, having better armor and better pilots. Better quality overall, but the Republic fighters had numbers to their advantage.

The battle was intensifying as more Republic fighters kept coming and the UNSC pilots were forced to take drastic measures.

Yiu saw that there was a massive squadron of ARC-170s and V-19s coming towards him but before they could do anything, five AM7 Asimovs with space warfare gear flew in firing their assault rifles at the enemy before firing barrages of heat seeking missiles. Yiu thought about how the Asimovs flying through space looked like mechas out of a Japanese anime.

"Thanks for the assist, I thought they had me." He said over the comms.

"Anytime flyboy, we'll take things from here." Responded a woman's voice from the lead Asimov. The five mechs took off and joined the other

Yiu contacted the rest of his flight before heading back to the _Fenrir_ to re-arm their missiles.

**M855 Camel Spider Main Battle Tank, Outskirts**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**22:06 GST**

**Corporal Gunnar Jensen, Callsign: Rollerbob, Bravo Company, 24****th**** Armored Division "Shining Armor", UNSC Army**

Corporal Jensen was watching the Spider's optics as the 300 tanks of the 24th Armored Division moved down the highway to the point of the estimated enemy LZ.

The job of the tanks of the Shining Armor is to neutralize and Republic forward units after the UNSCDF Tempest Missile Defence Command gives the go ahead.

Jensen is reviewing the plan before he hears a loud boom. He open the hatch and looks up at two Republic Acclamator-class assault ships descending into an area a few clicks south of Costa Verde's outskirts. The entire area is made up of tropical forests, fields and rivers.

"Holy shit! Jensen do you see that?!" Shouted Rollerbob's driver and Jensen's friend Cpl. Phillip Mallory.

Jensen pinched himself to make sure he wasn't dreaming.

"Yeah, it's kind of hard no to see Mallory." He sarcastically retorted "They look like massive arrowheads. And we're going to be facing whatever they're dropping off for us."

He kept staring at the assault ships that were slowly descending for a few more seconds before closing the hatch.

He used his neural interfaced helmet to cycle through the different ammo types they had. APAMs, HEAT, HE, AP and canister shot.

_Shit, Logistics must be expecting quite a fight _He thought to himself while checking the ammunition.

He looked at his optics screen and saw a mass of Republic gunships flying between buildings at high speeds. Pumas and Honey Badgers parked on the highway started firing at the gunships, taking a few out.

One gunships fired a missile that hit a Puma LRV, destroying it. Jensen wondered what would become of those gunships, so he contacted his superior officer.

"Colonel, this is Rollerbob, what do we do about those gunships? They're heading downtown." Asked Jensen.

"Nothing Jensen. Our orders are to hit the Republic troops directly out of those ships." The Colonel responded" The Marines downtown will take care of them."

Jensen sighed and unlocked the safety on the main gun.

He looked at the optics screen and saw they were passing through a checkpoint on the outskirts of the city. That's when the UNSCDF commander; Major General Yelena Barchenowa, came on.

"All units be advised we are five clicks out from the AO. Keep in radio contact and stand by for further orders." Said the general.

Jensen checked his gear over before getting comfortable on the gun.

**Tempest UNSCDF Missile Defence Base**

**Penumbra River Delta, Tempest**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**22:17 GST**

**Major General Yelena Barchenowa, UNSCDF**

Major General Barchenowa was currently observing the live footage of the descending Republic troop ships from an F108 UAV.

"Kingpin, this is Solo, We are marking the target for you." Said the UAV operator" Targets have been designated Alpha 1 and 2. Both targets are Acclamator-class assault ships. Your target will be Alpha 1. Solo out."

Barchenowa looked at her new target: an Acclamator-class assault ship. The ships is 752m long and 460m wide. Her base's Slyver missiles can't hurt that thing's armor until it lands. She has one target because her base is brand new and it only has one missile so far.

She got up off of her chair.

"I want all safeties unlocked. Detach fuel lines and open the silo doors. Start countdown from t-minus five minutes." She ordered.

The bases klaxon started going off and personnel ran about performing the necessary tasks to launch the missile.

**5 minutes later.**

"T-minus five, four, three, two, one. Launch." The bases dumb AI counted down until the rocket launched.

The Slyver missile was fired out on electromagnetic rails and once the missile reach 1500 feet, it would fire its thrusters.

General Barchenowa watched the holo-table and saw the Slyver hit 1500 before firing its thrusters and taking of at Mach 7 towards its target.

"Time until impact: ETA 2 minutes until impact." The AI announced over the PA.

The Slyver anti-ship missile is meant for light anti-ship duties meaning they can only take out smaller ships, but they are capable of being cloaked, making them good for ambushing enemy ships.

General Barchenowa activated the comms and contacted the 24th ADs commanding officer.

"Goliath, this is Kingpin, Tropic Thunder is a go. I repeat Tropic Thunder is a go." She said over the comms.

**M855 Camel Spider Main Battle Tank, Outskirts**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**November 12****th****, 2596**

**22:23 GST**

**Corporal Gunnar Jensen, Callsign: Rollerbob, Bravo Company, 24****th**** Armored Division "Shining Armor", UNSC Army**

Jensen sat on the front of his tank just watching as the assault ships finally landed. The ships point defense laser searched for targets and gunships scoured the landing site.

Jensen then heard the comms go off.

"Incoming!" Shouted a member of the 24th.

Jensen looked up and saw a missile close in fast with the assault ships.

He quickly hopped into his tank just as the missile struck the ship on the left. The ship exploded in a fiery blue and orange explosion and saw as debris went flying and some struck the other ship damaging it.

Republic forces from both ships went into disarray and the UNSC forces took this as their time to strike.

"All units, Rolling Thunder is a go, pick your targets and fire at will." Ordered the Colonel.

Rollerbob started racing through the shallow streams and tropical forests with the rest of the 24th as they thundered towards the confused Republic forces.

Jensen saw a Republic fighter tank orienting itself towards them so he fired AP rounds at it. The twin Gauss cannon let out a thunderous shriek as the AP rounds smashed through the fighter tank, fireballing it in a heartbeat.

More Republic tanks came into view and started to fire on the UNSC tanks.

The shields on Rollerbob held steady even after getting hit multiple time. A few tanks were unlucky and exploded in brilliant fireballs.

The UNSC tanks returned fire with a wide variety of ammo types but the results were all the same: destruction.

Rollerbob ram a Republic tank and flipped it over before it could finish off a damaged UNSC tank. Jensen fired a HE rounds into its underside just as the crew got out. The tank exploded and the crew was blown to bit by the explosion.

Jensen was scanning for more targets until the TROPHY system registered and neutralized anti-tank rockets fired at them. He swiveled the turret and let loose a stream of electromagnetically propelled AP tungsten slugs that ripped apart the clone trooper.

Jensen saw a UNSC tank driver on fire and suffering. The man took his sidearm out and committed suicide to stop the pain.

Jensen closed his eyes and promised to avenge the man.

He started firing AP rounds at the Republic tanks until the fire got too intense. The UNSC tanks attempted to retreat but were blocked off when additional contacts in the form of two AT-TEs and a platoon of AT clones blocked their path.

The walkers fired their guns and destroyed two more UNSC tanks.

Jensen fired an APAM one of the AT-TEs and destroyed its cockpit and most of its front end.

Republic gunships started coming in and raining blaster and missile fire.

The UNSC troops were completely boxed in until Jensen heard the comms going off.

"Goliath, this Marauder. Stand-by for artillery fire, danger close." Said the man.

The tanks of the 24th formed up and started firing in overlapping arcs until the artillery cleared them a path to withdraw.

A few seconds later the high velocity napalm rounds slammed into the ground killing Republic troops and clearing a way for the 24th to leave.

Rollerbob was helping provide rearguard and Jensen took out some clones hiding behind a fighter tank wreckage with canister shot, spraying the whole place behind them in blood.

They were moving backwards while firing until there was an explosion and Jensen felt the whole tank rock. He looked out and saw the tank was smoking and flaming a bit while starting to move erratically.

"Mallory! What the hell is going on?!" He yelled to the driver.

The tank spun out and hit a few trees before landing on the ground and skidding to a halt near a large stream.

"Those bastards blew up one of my baby's anti-grav units." Mallory said while trying to get the tank moving again and punching the control panel." Fuck!"

"Shit, shit, shit! The gun controls aren't responding it isn't working, fucking hell!" Yelled Jensen while attempting to move the gun.

Jensen took his helmet off and grabbed his M85K.

"Mallory, we're gonna have to ditch the tank." He said" Grab you gun and ration pack, don't know how long we'll be here."

Mallory and Jensen grabbed their guns and rations before hooping out of the tank. Jensen threw a thermite charge in the tanks hatch before hopping off. He heard footsteps and felt the ground so he pointed at the forest and the two of them ran and hit in the brush.

They looked at each other before muttering the same thing.

"We are so fucking screwed."

(A/N: Well here we have the first ship and ground battles. Please review and tell me what you think and/or could improve. This is Dragon Noire signing out.)


	6. FUBAR

**Disclaimer: I don't own Halo or Star Wars.**

**Hello everyone, I managed to get another chapter put out considering school is literally killing me. Anyway enough of the pointless babbling, on with the show.**

**Tropical Forest, Outskirts**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**22:28 GST**

**Corporal Gunnar Jensen, Rollerbob, Bravo Company, 24th Armor Division "Shining Armor", UNSC Army**

Jensen sat and watched as the Republic forces moved by. Him and Cpl. Mallory were moving through the forest while attempting to stay out of the Republic's sights.

He saw as a column of Republic walkers moved by with at least a company of clones, rifle down but clearly at the ready.

Jensen looked over at Mallory and saw him nervously checking over his rifle. He realized that he was also feeling nervous.

_We're tank crew, not fucking special forces _He thought to himself with a sigh.

He looked over his current gear after the Republic troops moved out of sight. He had an M85K with six magazines, sidearm with four mags, some MREs,a shield generator and a monomolecular combat knife. Unlike infantry units, vehicle crews and pilots weren't issued nano-armor. The most they had were shield generators that they could mount on their armored BDUs.

Jensen finished checking his gear over before trying to contact his division HQ. The only thing he got in response was static. He knew that the Republic has most likely deployed jammers somewhere but that was the least of his worries considering the situation.

He knew that his division is still operational as they took light casualties and dealt heavy damage to the Republic landing force before retreating.

He signaled to Mallory that the area is clear and they started running across the clearing to a large patch of foliage a hundred yards away.

Jensen just entered the foliage before his motion tracker went off with multiple signatures less than ten yards away.

He immediately crouched low and Phillips followed suit.

"Oi! What the kriff was that?!" Shouted a voice from the foliage.

"Dunno, came from that direction." Responded another.

"This ain't chattin' time men! Fan out and find out what that was!" Ordered a third voice.

Jensen saw Mallory pull out his knife and sidearm. He pulled out his blade and mounted it on the front of his carbine.

They heard light footsteps and foliage being brushed aside as multiple troopers moved through the brush scanning for threats with their rifles.

Despite the their tropic multicam BDUs, they weren't invisible. Their cover was blown as well when one of the clones tripped over a confused Mallory.

The clones shouted and Jensen got up and stabbed one of them through the throat before using the body as a human shield against the torrent of blaster fire.

Mallory took his knife and stabbed the clone that fell over him and then shot a clone through the head with his sidearm.

Jensen threw the body and fired his rifle on full auto in a wide arc, killing three clones and wounding a few more.

The clone sergeant pulled out his vibrosword and attacked Jensen who tried to block it with his gun. The sword cleaved the rifle in half and dug into Jensen's armor, drawing blood. He winced, backed away and fell on one knee, grabbing his bleeding chest.

Jensen pulled out a nano-gel injector and stabbed the tip into his leg. The pain immediately subsided and the wound started to slowly heal.

The clone ran at Jensen who managed to pull out his sidearm and put two shots at point blank range into his abdomen.

The clone fell on to Jensen and tried to grab his sword to kill Jensen.

"Fuck off and die already!" Shouted Jensen angrily as he fired three more times into the green armored clone, finally killing him.

He grabbed the body and threw it off of himself. He got up and saw a clone on top of Mallory trying to stab him. Jensen raised his gun and shot the clone through the head, causing him to topple and fall off of Mallory.

"I could've taken him Jensen." Mallory stated amusingly with a dazed face. "I think we did pretty well."

"No, we just got lucky and managed to take them by surprise." He refuted. "And I doubt you had him, he was clearly on top."

Mallory waved him off before getting up and grabbing his rifle. Jensen found his gun in two parts and shook his head. He looked around and saw a Republic DC-15A blaster rifle. He went over and picked it up, feeling how light it is. After checking the weapon over he walked over to the fallen clone sergeant's body and found the sword he was using. He picked it up and after giving it a few test swings, placed it on his back.

"Hey Jensen, how far out from the city are we?" Asked Mallory.

"About seven clicks out by my estimate. But that's a rough one at that" Jensen responded after pondering a few moments.

"We could find the highway heading to the city as it would give us a fast and direct route but that would expose us as we are in Republic occupied territory." Jensen said to Mallory who was checking over his shield generator.

"yeah, but we need transportation." Responded Mallory matter-of-factly "At the rate we're moving, we'll hit the city in a few hours. And we don't have time as the Republic is preparing to move their main force to the city."

"That's not good" Jensen frowned and rubbed sweat from his forehead "We've already got a regiment if not more between us and the city. The force on our six has to be at least five times larger. Stuck between a rock and a hard place. Fuck, we're tankistas Mallory, not Spartans. We're in a goddamn killing field"

Jensen and Mallory started walking towards the direction of Costa Verde with Jensen on point. They were paranoid and reacted to practically every movement in the tropical forest. They did not want a repeat of their last encounter.

"Shit!" Jensen growled angrily.

"What? What is it?!" Mallory asked nervously while gripping his gun and panning it in every direction.

"I just realized those guys we took out were a patrol squad." Jensen turned around "Since they haven't reported in we have to assume that they've got squads out looking for us right now."

They started moving again with a quicker pace through the brush.

They climbed onto a large winding tree and cautiously moved their way across.

Jensen spotted smoke rising and zoomed in with his HUD. A crashed Republic Gunship was sitting there mostly intact.

They quickly got down from the tree and moved in the direction of the gunship. Even though the wreck looked a few hours old, there could still be hostiles patrolling the area so the two UNSC soldiers moved in intervals between thick patches of foliage until they reached the gunship.

Mallory moved to the cargo hold of the gunship while Jensen went to the cockpit. He climbed up onto the craft and found both pilots dead but the radio was still active.

"_...0-5-6-6, six-hundred meters, danger close. Three APCs and eighteen enemy dismounted infantry in the open, over"_

"_Three APCs, eighteen enemy dismounts in the open, out"_

"_Me..age to observer, Alpha, Sigma, DPCIM in effect, three rounds, over."_

"_Alpha, Sigma, DPCIM in effect, three rounds, out."_

"_Shot, over."_

"_Shot, out."_

"_Splash, over."_

"_Splash, out."_

"_Target still operational, Fire for effect, over"_

"_Negative, Enemy artillery counter-fire in effect, stand by for further updates."_

"_Wilco. standing by."_

The radio kept going but Jensen got out of the cockpit when Mallory called him over. He hopped of the craft and walked to the troop bay where Mallory was standing.

"What is Mallory?" Jensen asked

"Look." Mallory pointed at a Republic speeder bike.

"Does it work? Because this thing hit the ground quite hard." Said Jensen.

Mallory and Jensen dragged the dented up bike out of the bay and set it down in a small clearing beside the gunship. Mallory started to toy with the bike and it started sputtering until the engine came to life and the bike lifted off the ground.

Mallory proudly pointed at his handiwork which Jensen admitted was surprising.

"Did you get anything from the cockpit?" Asked Mallory.

"Nothing. Although the radio still works." Responded Jensen. "Seems like we've got them bogged down. Constant artillery fire from the Republic seems to be doing jack shit."

They got the bike with Mallory driving and Jensen riding as a passenger.

Mallory started up the bike and they sped off towards the city.

**Loading Docks, Costa Verde Orbital Elevator**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**22:47 GST**

**November 12th, 2596**

**Spartan Mathew "King" Sullivan, Fireteam Magic, UNSC Spartans**

King smashed his gun into a clones face shattering the helmet, breaking the man's neck and sending him flying back.

He fired his MKR15 DMR at a clone heavy who tried to spool up his minigun. He activated his thruster pack and flew into the air and then slammed down causing a shockwave that killed a group of clones.

He looked up and saw clones pouring in from a large doorway. Fireteam Magic's heavy weapons specialist started mowing them down with his M858 SAW. The clones immediately pulled back after losing too many men.

King went into "Spartan Time" and easily avoided a clone marine with a vibro sword. He swung around and sent a hard kick into the man's abdomen, crumpling his armor, pulverizing his organs and sending him flying into a wall with a sickening crack.

He did a combat roll and instantly had his rifle up, taking out two clone marines.

Him and Turtle started moving toward a squad of clone marines with their rifles up. The clones looked around and saw all of their comrades dead or wounded so they put their weapons down and raised their arms up in surrender.

King kicked the weapon away and approached the clone that looked like the commanding officer.

"Move. All of you." He ordered.

A platoon of UNSC Army troopers moved in from outside and secured the prisoners. A Master Sergeant approached King.

"Thanks for the assist Spartan, we'll take them off of your hands." Said the Sergeant motioning to the prisoners.

"No problem Sergeant." Responded King "How's the situation outside?"

"We wiped out at least half a company of those bastards,Clone Marines. Huh. They must really want this fucking thing." The Sergeant pointed at the elevator before walking back to his platoon.

King chuckled at this. For the last hour Republic troops have been fruitlessly trying to seize the tether station. First they sent regular troops but they withdrew after taking heavy casualties. They sent three hundred clone marines to fight against the UNSC troops. But they weren't expecting the Spartans.

The clone marines lost over half their force within twenty minutes while the rest were either wounded, surrendered or retreated.

King heard his comms beep.

"Commander Sullivan here." He said.

"Commander, this is Titan. What's the status of the elevator, over?" Asked General Sobieski.

"Secure sir." King responded. "All Republic attempts to take it have been repelled so far."

"Commander, I'm going to need your team to head downtown to FOB Langston immediately." He ordered "I've got a platoon of Army Rangers en route to the tether. When you get downtown, find Colonel Ashabi, he'll brief you on the situation, Titan out."

King called over his fireteam and they walked to they're Pelican parked inside of the hangar. On their way there they walked by a platoon of UNSC Army Rangers who nodded at them.

They got to the Pelican where King got into the co-pilot's seat while Ghost got into the pilot seat. They started the craft up and took off.

The Pelican that Fireteam Magic was using is a stealth Pelican. It donned a jet black color scheme and possess a clocking field.

"Magic 1-1 ETA to destination, five mikes." Said Ghost over the Pelican's comms.

The Pelican was cruising between the skyscrapers of Costa Verde's financial district. Some building were untouched but others clearly showed signs of battle damage. The UNSC forces were easily able to force the Republic back as the local forces specialize in urban warfare.

King looked out of the window and saw UNSC troops fighting against Republic troops, ranging from small infantry engagements to tanks, mechs and walkers ripping each other apart in chaotic vehicular warfare.

He pulled out a datapad and looked over the current situation. The UNSC still retained control of most of the city. Tempest's second largest city, L'Espirit, was currently heavily contested with the Republic gaining ground.

King sighed as he watched some of the combat footage. All the fighting looks the same to him.

"King, we're approaching FOB Langston, thirty seconds out." Stated Ghost.

King looked on as Langston came into view. Costa Verde's administrative buildings and plaza were converted into the UNSC frontline base and was a flurry of activity.

The Pelican touched down on top of a train station and powered down.

Fireteam Magic hopped out of the craft and walked over to an Army trooper waving them over.

"Fireteam Magic? The name's Private Greene. Col. Ashabi is waiting for you in the CP, follow me." Said the Private.

The Spartans followed the soldier to the Command Post located underneath Costa Verde's town hall.

They walked in and saluted a middle aged man of African descent standing by a holotable. He returned the salute and walked over to the Spartans.

"I'm Colonel Michael Ashabi, UNSC Army. I'm glad you got here quickly, the current situation is dire and your assistance is required." He said with a tired expression.

"What situation sir?" Asked King.

Ashabi motioned for them to follow him to the holotable. He brought up a view of the Republic troop ships.

"Intel has recently confirmed that we've only been hit by a preliminary force. The Republic has been confirmed to have at least six regiments worth of troops getting ready to link up with the Republic troops already in the city." Said Ashabi highlighting multiple large groups of Republic forces. "Your job is to link up with an Airborne Company that's going to be deploying and cause havoc behind enemy lines while we get ready to hit them with a pre-emptive strike."

King was about to respond when the alarms went off.

"Alert, alert. Republic forces moving towards eastern perimeter. All forces prepare to intercept." Droned the PA.

King shouted orders to the rest of his fireteam and they ran out of the CP towards Langston's east perimeter.

They approached the defense line and took positions with their guns ready.

After a few moments a Republic AT-TE came into view. It's main gun swiveled to position itself but before it could fire an AM7 Asimov fired it's sniper cannon at the walker, causing it to explode in a brilliant fireball.

From behind the rising flames and smoke, a Republic gunship flew in and fired upon the UNSC troops. It killed a few UNSC soldiers before retreating and flying behind a building.\

King spotted some clone troopers moving through an adjacent building so he ordered all units to fire there. They blew out the building and body parts went flying everywhere. A large number of clones came out of the building's lobby, firing their weapons.

The UNSC forces fired back and cut into the Republic forces. King killed a clone AT trooper before switching targets and gunning down a heavy a few milliseconds later.

King jumped out over cover and walked through the piles of bodies scanning for any threats.

He heard a faint clink and quickly snapped his rifle in the direction of the noise. A clone commando with minor wounds was getting up and trying to find a weapon. He spotted King standing there and charged at him.

King grabbed the commando and flipped him on his back, winding him. He lightly stepped on the man's wrist, causing him to shout in pain.

"Gah! You kriffing bastard!" The clone swore. "I'll kill you, you damn clanker!"

"I'm not a droid you fool." Said King with a frown "Jeez, you people think everything with a goddamn helmet is a fucking robot."

King grabbed the man by his leg and started dragging him to the FOB. The clone started thrashing about attempting to get out of the Spartan's grasp.

He arrived at the FOB and let the man go. Before he could get up an Army Ranger put his foot down on his chest and pointed his gun at him. Another soldier removed the man's helmet revealing a very pissed off clone commando.

"What the fuck is that?" Asked Ghost.

"Little souvenir I just picked up." King replied amusingly.

"You bastards should just surrender while you can." The clone stated smugly.

"Why, may I ask?" King asked in a mocking tone "Because last time I checked, we aren't the ones being questioned by you."

The clone started cursing at the Spartan before a Ranger leaned down and punched the clone, knocking the man out. Two soldiers Bound the man's hands and feet and started dragging him off to the brig. One of the Rangers tossed King the commando's helmet. King looked it over before giving it to a soldier and asking him to leave the helmet in the Pelican.

King and the rest of Magic headed back towards the CP to finish the briefing.

**Tropical Forest, Outskirts**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**November 12th, 2596**

**23:10 GST**

**Corporal Gunnar Jensen, Rollerbob, Bravo Company, 24th Armored Division "Shining Armor", UNSC Army**

Jensen and Mallory were moving on foot again after the speeder bike lost power and crashed.

They found from a Republic radio they found that they would still have to travel another three kilometers into the city because of heavy Republic presence.

The UNSC forces were also making headway as Republic troops were being repelled from every major target that they've attacked.

Jensen climbed a tree with a pair of binoculars that he got from a destroyed Republic walker. He zoomed in on a group of Republic troops. The fighter tanks, two AT-RTs and at least thirty Clone troopers.

"Mallory, we've got more boys in white." He stated regretfully.

"Well fuck. We can't just keep making detours like this." Mallory said while rubbing his head in frustration.

Jensen sighed and looked through the binoculars again. This time he spotted a large pallet stacked with artillery shells.

"Hey Mallory, get up here. I think I've got an idea." He motioned to his friend and comrade on the ground.

Mallory climbed up and took the binoculars from Jensen. Jensen then told him that he planned on sniping the artillery shells to create a distraction. They would then grab two speeder bikes and bug out before the enemy knew what was going on.

"Are you insane?" Mallory asked quizzically.

"Unless you have a better idea, then we're doing it. Get ready to run, those shells are close so we'll have little time to go." He ordered.

Mallory grabbed his looted blaster rifle and aimed at the shells. He fired multiple times before hopping off of the tree and running after Mallory.

Jensen heard a large explosion from the Republic encampment.

Mallory shot a clone trooper and hopped onto his speeder bike. Jensen followed soon after and they took off just as a torrent of blaster fire starting whizzing by them.

"Holy shit! That was too fucking close!" Shouted Mallory over the comms.

The two bikes were being pushed to their limits as Jensen and Mallory were moving as fast as possible to get away from the Republic forces.

Jensen heard a droning sound and turned his head. His eyes went wide when he saw a Republic gunship heading in for a low attack run.

"Mallory! We've got a bird on our ass! We need to move now!" Yelled Jensen over the comms.

"Holy fuck! Jensen! We need to split up!" Mallory shouted back.

Jensen acknowledged and then swerved off, drawing the attention of the gunship.

The craft started to fire if lasers in Jensen's general direction as it couldn't get a lock on him through the light foliage.

After a few minutes of being attacked by the gunship, Jensen met up with Mallory on a bridge crossing a river.

They were going as fast as they could down the length of the bridge when the gunship fired a salvo of rockets at them.

A rocket struck right behind Jensen, send him flying. While he was in the air, he saw Mallory's bike get damaged, causing him to go out of control.

Jensen slammed into the top of an abandoned car before rolling off. His vision was hazy and he saw Mallory crawling with his sidearm in hand. He rolled over and started firing at the gunship.

Jensen started moving towards his gun that was lying ten feet away from him. He managed to grab the gun and roll behind the car for cover. He glanced at the gunship and saw clone troopers rappelling from it.

Jensen was about to fire his rifle at the clones when a hail of tracer fire hit the gunships engine nacelle, causing it to spin out control. The clones that rappelled out quickly got into cover.

Jensen looked back and saw three old Warthogs dressed in Colonial Defense Force livery. The Warthog at the lead had a M41 LAAG and was laying down suppressing fire against the Republic troops.

The clones fired back and killed a few CDF troopers. One man got hit in the shoulder and fell over in the open. Jensen ran and dragged the man behind the car with him.

"You good Private?" Jensen asked while applying nano-gel to his wound.

"Yeah, we came as soon as we heard that explosion and saw that gunship chasing you guys." Responded the CDF trooper.

Mallory got up and ran to one of the troop transport Warthogs while Jensen and the CDF trooper ran to another.

Jensen saw a gruff middle aged man wearing an officer cap standing there with the Lieutenant insignia. He saluted the officer.

"Sir, Corporal Gunnar Jensen, 24th AD, Bravo Company, Army. The other guys is Corporal Phillip Mallory." He said while saluting.

"At ease son. Lieutenant Carson Marques, 2nd CDF Mechanized.: He responded before raising an eyebrow "24th AD? What the hell are you guys doing out here?"

"Tank got busted up sir. We had to navigate through hostile territory to get here and it wasn't easy." Jensen said.

The CDF officer chuckled at that and shook his head.

"Desmond! Chang! Mount up! We're falling back!" He ordered.

The remaining CDF troops got back in the 'Hogs along with Jensen, Mallory and Marques. The vehicles turned around and sped off for the battered CDF outpost.

Jensen sighed with relief after they left the Republic troops behind.

**5 minutes later.**

They arrived at the CDF outpost and got out.

Jensen saw multiple CDF machinegun crews scanning for threats. The CDF had an arsenal that consisted of old and outdated UNSC equipment, but it still did the job.

They walked into the CDF command post and heard the radio chatter.

"_Bravo one-one Alpha this is Echo three-two Bravo, enemy composition is one walker and thirty dismounts, how copy, over."_

"_Reading you five by five Echo three-two Bravo, solid copy on enemy composition, forwarding information to local units, over."_

"_Roger that-."_

The radio cut out as static took over and the radio operator tried to get the old radio working again by tuning the frequencies.

"Conrad!" Shouted Marques "What's the status of our armor?"

"Operational sir!" Responded the CDF soldier.

Marques was about to head to the holotable when the radio operator shouted in alarm. Marques ran over to the radio and his eyes went wide.

"_Highlander, Highlander this is Seeker. Enemy armor company bearing you direction. Hard contact ETA five mikes. End of message, Seeker out." _

"Shit! All teams prepare for hard contact!" Shouted Marques. "Jensen, Mallory get ready! You two are with me"

Jensen and Mallory followed after Marques. They put on helmets and grabbed some additional weapons. They checked over their gear and ran to where Marques was standing with his NCOs. He looked at the two and told them to go with three other CDF soldiers and set up and AT position on the second floor of an adjacent building.

The team moved to the building and positioned two AT rocket launchers aimed towards the only areas that the Republic forces can come from; a destroyed highway overpass and a large avenue littered with debris that can be used as cover.

After a few minutes of waiting they saw the enemy move into visual range. After the second walker came into view Marques gave the order to fire.

The two CDF soldiers with rocket launchers fired at the walker. The cockpit and main cannon exploded and blew apart a few clone troopers.

The Republic forces returned fire on the CDF positions killing many soldiers.

Jensen saw as a soldier took a bolt through the head from a sniper.

The clones got to the trenches and a brutal melee erupted between the two forces. A CDF soldier hurled a grenade at a cluster of clones, blowing some apart and leaving others on the ground screaming as they had missing limbs or organs hanging out.

Jensen fired his blaster at the clones, drawing their attention. An AT-TE turned it's gun on their position and fired. They managed to run away but Jensen got thrown off his feet. He got up and felt sick when he saw one of the CDF soldier's dismembered arm holding what was left of his gun.

Jensen got up and ran over to where the rest of his team was. They heard heavy footsteps as Republic troops ran up the stairs.

Jensen primed a grenade and threw it down the stairs. The grenade exploded and screams were heard from below.

They moved down and saw the walls painted with blood and gore. A few clone managed to get out of the way and started firing on Jensen's position.

Jensen and his team hid behind cover as the clones pelted away at their positions.

"Highlander! This is Jensen, we need assistance!" Shouted Jensen into his comms.

Instead of a response, the room exploded as a CDF Scorpion tank flattened the clones. Jensen and his team moved out and saw a clone missing half his body suffering in pain. One of the CDF soldiers looked away and killed the man out of mercy.

Jensen thought he was going to feel sick seeing that.

They shook off any feelings of doubt and ran outside to rejoin the combat. A Scorpion wreckage was burning along with its charred and unrecognizable driver.

A Republic walker started to climb over the wreckage before getting hit with a rocket, causing it to topple over.

"Fall back!" Shouted Marques over the comms "We're being overrun! All units fall back!"

Jensen ran as fast as he could with everybody else to the Warthogs. Just as he was about to reach it a rocket struck it, blowing it up and sending Jensen flying into a wall.

Jensen felt his vision go black as he saw clone troopers advancing.

_This is it I guess _He thought to himself before losing consciousness.


	7. Willy Pete

**Disclaimer: I don't own Halo or Star Wars.**

**Costa Verde Airspace**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**22:50 GST**

**November 12th, 2596**

**Sgt. Felix "Frolic" Blackman, 173rd Airborne, UNSC Airborne**

"_We are currently over the DZ, green light to drop in thirty seconds" _Said the Pelican pilot over the crafts comms.

Sgt. Felix Blackman was giving his gear a once over before getting up and heading over to the aft of the Pelican's cargo bay.

Sgt. Blackman and his six man squad; Khyber, were part of a company sized covert operation to infiltrate behind the Republic's front-lines and cause sabotage enemy artillery and anti-air position. They were to then rendezvous with a fireteam of Spartans who would be arriving once their previous mission was complete. Operation Terminator as it was called by the higher ups.

Felix looked around and saw his squad and the other squad that they were to operate in tandem with; Razor, led by Sgt. Patricia Kane.

Before Felix could have more time to think to himself the red drop light flashed and the Pelican's rear hatch opened up, revealing the the sunny dusk skies of Tempest.

Felix moved to the hatch and his squad fell in behind him in a single file line. He looked down and zoomed in with his HUD. He saw smoke rising through the thick white clouds. Through gaps in the cloud cover he could also see some of the destruction caused by the Republic's artillery barrages; entire blocks of low rise buildings were completely leveled to the ground and many of the skyscrapers were heavily damaged.

The green light started to flash along with a klaxon. Felix and the members of both squads checked each others gear before jumping out of the Pelican.

Every squad formed into a Delta formation and proceeded towards their assigned drop zones.

Felix made a mental command through his neural interface to his armor's cloaking system, activating it.

He looked back and saw his HUD highlight his now invisible squad members in blue.

"Alright people, once we hit ten-thousand, pop your grav-wings." Ordered Felix over SQUADCOM.

He got six lights of acknowledgment in return.

The grav-wings were essentially "flaps" of anti-gravity energy that looked reminiscent of 21st century wingsuits.

Felix then saw something and zoomed his HUD in. What he saw made him fear the worst.

There was an anti-air battery set up adjacent to their drop zone, a large commercial plaza. To make matters worse, there was at least half a company of Republic soldiers milling about and a few bipedal walkers.

"Archangel, this is Khyber, DZ has been compromised. Proceeding to secondary objective. How copy. " He stated over the comms in an alarmed voice.

"Solid copy Khyber, proceed to secondary objective. Archangel out." Replied his commanding officer.

Felix and the rest of his squad went off course by forty-five degrees towards the secondary DZ, a large nature reserve in the middle of the city's commercial district.

Felix and Khyber squad activated their grav-wings once they hit ten-thousand feet and started gliding to a small building in the middle of the reserve.

During their approach Felix could see how bad things on the frontlines really were. Wrecks of vehicles from both sides littered the roads and fires were raging across countless parts of the districts. The entire district was torn asunder.

When Khyber squad was a few hundred meters from their drop zone they activated their thruster packs to slow their descent.

Felix deactivated his grav-wings and came in for a landing. His feet made contact with the ground and he swiftly brought his silenced M85 assault rifle up and swept for targets. His nano armor withstood the drop allowing him to recover as quickly as he did.

He turned around and looked at his squad.

" Sadiq, Steiner, sweep the building and secure all rooms. I don't want any of these bastards getting the jump on us." He ordered.

The two troopers nodded and proceeded to sweep the building.

"Getting a little paranoid aren't we?" Asked an amused Cpl. Natasha Hendrix.

"I refuse to let them get the drop on us. I refuse to lose more people because I didn't take the necessary precautions. I don't want to lose anyone, or you Tasha." Felix stated with anger and sadness in his voice.

She de-polarized her visor and looked at Felix.

"Felix, you know that wasn't your fault." She tried to comfort him. "There was nothing that you could have done back then."

"Whatever, that's irrelevant now. We have a mission to complete." He said while looking away and trying to avoid the topic.

He walked away from her and she looked at him worriedly before shaking her head and going into the building after the rest of the squad.

Felix was reminiscing about the mission on the colony of Tulade three years ago that resulted in the deaths of all his men.

Felix was looking over some of the holographic displays about the different types of plants before he heard is comms beep.

"Sgt. Blackman here." He said.

"Building is secure Sarge. No sign of the boys in plastic." Said Sadiq.

Felix acknowledged and had a waypoint appear on his HUD giving him directions to the foyer.

He started heading down the stairs leading towards the foyer of the building and along the way he realized that people who worked here or were visiting must have suddenly stopped what they were doing and high tailed it to the evacuation sites.

When he reached the main foyer all members of Khyber squad were milling about.

"Alright people, since our original DZ was compromised, we ended up taking a little detour." He addressed his squad "Our objective is recon and sabotage, so if it looks important, steal it, if it's dangerous, blow it up."

All members of the squad chuckled at how bluntly he addressed them and the situation.

"Now, we might have to acquire some form transportation. Any ideas?" He asked.

"There's a monorail station on the south side of the building, we could probably use that." Suggested Steiner.

"That would ruin our element of surprise, plus the track was destroyed." Responded Pvt. Gaines.

Felix sighed at their predicament. Using their thruster packs to leapfrog would take too long, so he decided he was going to have to call it in.

"Postmaster, this Khyber, requesting Cheetah at Wide Hill Nature Reserve, DZ will be marked by IR strobe." Said Felix into his comms.

Pvt. Gaines ran outside and threw an IR beacon on the ground to mark where they wanted the Cheetah.

After thirty seconds of waiting their HUDs outlined the Cheetah FAV dropping in and landing on the ground.

The Cheetah was a troop transport variant with seven seats.

As soon as Khyber squad loaded into the vehicle Felix got in and started driving towards the exit of the nature reserve.

They got up the hill and exited the reserve onto an elevated roadway.

Before they could advance further they spotted multiple large crates with the Republic insignia that either blocked the road or smashed through it.

Felix stopped the Cheetah and disembarked along with Sadiq and Gaines.

They slowly moved towards the crates while checking their angles for any hostiles with their rifles.

"How the hell did these get here?" Asked Gaines while walking up to the slightly smashed up crate.

Felix looked around and spotted the wing of a Republic dropship sticking out of the side of a building.

"Must have got hit pretty damn high up" Said Sadiq also looking at the wing.

Felix approached the crate and saw the doors were ripped open from the impact. Inside he saw various supplies spilling out.

Felix was about to check the other crates when he heard Gaines shout in alarm.

"Yo Sarge! We got Republic gunships incoming!" He shouted.

"Shit, Natasha, get the Cheetah out of sight! Gaines! Sadiq! Cloak now, we're going to do a little recon work." He ordered over SQUADCOM.

The Cheetah sped behind an abandoned truck while Felix, Sadiq and Gaines cloaked themselves and backed away from the crates and took cover behind a car.

The gunship flew in and stopped hovering over one of the crates.

A few Republic clone troopers dropped ropes and rappelled down from the craft.

A clone trooper with yellow armor markings and a clone in plain white armor walked around the crate. They were close enough to have their conversation heard.

"Corporal, I need this crate loaded up ASAP. Those wounded aren't going to make it if we don't hurry up." The yellow armored clone ordered.

The white armored clone saluted and went to help his comrades attach cables from the gunship to the crate.

Another clone with less intricate blue markings ran up to his commanding officer.

"Commander, Major Hark is reporting savage enemy resistance near what appears to be a police station. He says those supplies are needed right now." Said the clone trooper.

"Bloody hell, just pushing them back cost us three AT-TEs, two gunships and at least fifty men." The commander shook his head. "What kind of police officers and militia men have access to the kind of weapons they did, it's insane."

The cables were then secured and the gunship descended to let the clones on board.

It took off once the clones were in and flew back in the direction it came from.

"Well, that was interesting." Muttered Gaines.

The three Airborne operatives waited for a few more seconds before determining that the enemy wasn't coming back and de-cloaking.

"Natasha, bring the Cheetah back. We're double timing it to the first artillery battery." Ordered Felix.

The Cheetah pulled up and the three men mounted up before heading towards the nearest Republic artillery battery.

**Republic Occupied UNSC City**

**Costa Verde, Tempest**

**23:03 GST**

**November 12th, 12 BBY**

**Major CC-9786 "Hark", 45th Mechanized Battalion, Grand Army of the Republic**

Major Hark ducked back down behind cover as more tracer fire erupted from an enemy turret emplacement in an adjacent shop.

A trooper next to Hark was groaning in pain as a medic tried to patch up a stomach wound.

At the rate things were going, they were going to have to retreat as their dead kept piling up and the wounded even more so.

The turret stopped firing and small arms fire erupted from the emplacement. Hark took his binoculars and zoomed in to see the turret being reloaded.

"Zillo-1, requesting mass driver fire on enemy turret emplacement adjacent to our position!" He all but shouted into his comms.

Moments later an AT-TE moved in from behind a building and fire it's mass driver cannon into the turret position, completely obliterating it.

Hark got up and looked around. Just minutes prior this entire commercial block was in pristine condition. Now it looks like utter hell.

He started walking towards a bombed out store after confirming with his men that the block was cleared of all hostiles.

After he walked in he heard a clink and pulled out his sidearm.

Hark advanced and turned a corner before spotting a wounded militia member dressed in green body armor leaning against a wall.

The man looked at Hark and raised his hand, motioning Hark to come over.

Hark walked up to the man and crouched beside him.

The man took pulled down the scarf covering his face and removing his helmet, revealing a young man no older than twenty years old with a pained but smiling expression.

"Hehe, y-you going to sh-shoot me or what though g-guy." He struggled to say.

"I'm a soldier not a savage, I won't ." Responded Hark.

"Heh, I-I'm your enemy. I-I thought y-you guys, you c-clones killed, everything you s-see."

Hark put his hands to his helmet and took it off. His hair was shaved into a mohawk and he had a large scar running from his left temple to the bottom of his right cheek. He looked right into the mans eyes with a tired expression.

"We may be clones, but we're still human no matter how you look at it." He stated solemnly "We aren't droids, we feel pain, we feel happiness and we feel everything that you feel."

"Unlike you though, I-I can't feel my f-fuckin' legs." He responded with a chuckle causing Hark to chuckle lightly as well.

The man started coughing and blood splattered onto Hark's armor. He put his hand on the man's chest to stabilize him.

"I'll go get some bacta-gel, hold-" He was cut off as the man grabbed his hand and shook his head.

"Don't waste your time, I'm done for." He said with a smile "I'll see you on the other side-?"

"Hark"

"See you on the other side, Hark, where can both be on the same side."

Hark closed his eyes and smiled.

"I didn't get your-" He was about to ask for his name when he saw the mans eyes glazed over and a smile on his face.

Hark sighed sadly and closed the man's eyes. He grabbed his dog tags, stood up and saluted him.

He looked down at the dog tags and read what they said: **Private Gotier, Kevin. 4****th**** Infantry Battalion, Tempest Colonial Defence Force.**

Hark tucked the tags into his armor before heading back outside to his battalion.

**5 minutes later**

The gunship that Commander Bullseye went with to retrieve supplies with from a downed dropship arrived with a large cargo crate slung underneath.

Once the crate was down and the cables disconnected a few troopers and medics moved in to grab some supplies to help the wounded.

The occupants of the gunship disembarked and Hark approached Bullseye and saluted him.

"Sir, we cleared the block of all hostiles." He stated "Although our casualties were fairly heavy."

"How bad was it Captain?" Asked Bullseye, knowing the answer would be less than pleasant.

"Around sixty-five dead and fifty-three wounded. That reduces our numbers from six-hundred to around four-hundred and eighty men in fighting condition at best." He said regretfully.

The 45th Mechanized Battalion is one of three battalions deployed ahead of the main Republic force to clear out any remaining hostiles still left in this part of the city.

Out of the three battalions, the 45th encountered the least resistant enemies.

There were also sketchy reports coming in from the Republic's Invasion Force HQ that one of the battalions was completely wiped out by UNSC Marines.

Commander Bullseye ordered Hark and all the other officers into an AT-TE's command center to get briefed on their next mission.

As soon as they were all loaded in the holoprojector sprung to life showing Senior Commander CC-3473 "Knox".

"Alright gentlemen, I'll be brief. Things haven't gone as we had hoped for this invasion and we haven't made as much headway as we originally planned. The UNSC troops are proving to be a very difficult foe to face but we have the advantage of numbers on our side. They are not droids, so don't fight them or treat the like they are." Said Knox matter-of-factly.

"Sir" A clone officer part of the other battalion spoke up "What about the 59th?"

"One-hundred percent casualties" Replied Knox solemnly "Intel didn't know anything about a force of UNSC Marines until the 59th entered a killbox."

The 59th Infantry Battalion was crossing a bridge when the Marines blew it up and dropped the majority of their forces into the river below. The rest attempted to make a tactical withdrawal but were hit by mortar and sniper fire, effectively wiping them out. Knox then decided to clear his throat and get everyone's attention.

"Despite these tragic setbacks, we will keep pushing forward." Knox stated with fervor "We will not let their deaths be in vain. Now, our mission is to hit a UNSC forward base located right in the center of this city's downtown, Operation Crackdown if you will."

The displays in the command center were showing the possible attack routes leading into the UNSC base. Every route had infinite places that the UNSC defenders could attack them from.

"We have realized that this operation will be big, so you will be getting three battalions as reinforcements and elements of the 334th Artillery Regiment will be on stand by for long range fire support." Added Knox. "Do the Republic proud gentlemen, Knox out."

They all saluted before his hologram faded out.

Bullseye ordered everyone to mount up and get ready to move out while gunships flew in to extract the wounded and bring them back to HQ.

Hark went over to his AT-TE and got inside of the command center.

A few moments later the 45th started to move out and head towards their objective.

Hark climbed a ladder and looked out of the hatch as the battalion advanced.

He then heard multiple high pitched screeches before explosions erupted.

"_Sarlacc Company cease fire!Cease fire! You're kriffing hitting friendlies!"_

"_Sarlacc's not responding! What the kriff gahh-"_

"_Marauder Company! Respond! What the kriff is going on?!"_

"_Sarlacc is firing on the 45th! Oh shit, incom-"_

Hark heard frantic shouting and explosions over the comms as another salvo of explosions erupted and he fell back into the AT-TE.

The walker lurched and then a thunderous crash was heard, knocking everyone inside of it on their feet.

Hark got up and realized the walker was on an angle.

He then heard the comms buzzing.

"_Hark! This is Knox, do you read me over?!" _Shouted Knox frantically.

Hark went up to the comms.

"I read you five by five sir. What in the Nine Corellian Hells is going on?" Asked Hark.

"_Bloody UNSC is what's going on! The bastards took out Sarlacc Company and used our own artillery against us Gah! Kriff!" _He responded with pain.

Hark had a concerned look on his face and hit the comms again.

"Sir" Are you alright?"

He got no response after a few tries so he climbed out of the AT-TE and what he saw was nothing short of hell.

The street they were moving through was a very nice looking with expensive shops, parks and glass walkways. A high class commercial area.

Now the entire place destroyed and one fire. But then Hark saw a white colored haze floating in the air.

He saw a trooper in the haze with his helmet of and bleeding. He then started to scream as burns started to appear on his face while his black undersuit began to ignite. The man's blaster then exploded in his hand, shearing of part of his arm off.

Hark saw other troopers in the open screaming in agony as they burned to death and suffocated from the deadly haze.

Hark's eyes went wide in his helmet as he watched unspeakable horror taking place right before him. He watched as another trooper with horrendous burns to his face screaming as his skin started to peel away. The man dropped to the ground dead and Hark thought he was going to be sick.

Hark immediately shut the hatch and sealed it shut.

He looked at the men inside of the AT-TE.

"Those bastards loaded..something into those shells. Our men are are burning to death out there. Bunch of bloody barbarians!" He all but shouted.

"How bad is it sir?" Asked a Private.

Hark looked at the trooper who looked a bit nervous and looked him in the eye.

"It's bad. It's very bad Private. Unless others were inside the AT-TEs, I think we may be the only survivors." He responded. "Commander Knox is also considered MIA so I will be replacing him as commander of this battalion.

It was at this point Hark truly realized what kind of an enemy they were facing and how far they were willing to go to accomplish their mission.

The kind of enemy who was willing to play dirty.

He tried the comms again but the haze was causing heavy interference.

He finally managed to get a signal playing out.

"_All unit- be adv- UNS- spec-l f-es have use- chemica- weap- ,extreme casualties are being reported, ov- ninety perc- KI-" _

Hark's blood ran cold when he heard the transmission. Despite it being garbled and filled with interference, he understood the message quite clearly.

Things were looking very bad.

**(A/N) There we have it ladies and gentlemen. Sorry for the chapter being shorter than the last one, from now on they will be longer. Remember to rate and review.**

**DN out.**


	8. The Price is Blood

**Disclaimer: See previous chapters**

**Republic Artillery Battery**

**Costa Verde Outskirts, Tempest**

**November 12th, 2596**

**23:58 GST**

**Sgt. Felix "Frolic" Blackman, Khyber Squad, 173rd Airborne, UNSC Airborne**

Felix zeroed his sights on the head of a clone trooper from his cloaked perch atop a thick tree branch. The already thick jungle foliage made it even harder to see the cloaked members of Khyber squad.

Felix marked multiple targets and his HUD outlined the half dozen Republic artillery platforms currently standing idle with their barrels pointed towards the city.

Felix made a mental command for his squad to pick their targets and fire on his mark. Seven blue sight lines only visible to friendly HUDs lined up on their targets. Felix took a deep breath in and pulled the trigger on his rifle.

The tungsten slug hit the trooper square in the visor, shattering it and blasting a large spray of blood for the back of his head, sending the man tumbling a feet feet from the sheer velocity and power of the round.

Felix quickly switched targets and sent another silenced round through another clone's neck, causing the man to fall off of a catwalk.

All standard issue Airborne M85 carbines have an integrated silencer that can be switched on or off. Silencing the weapon reduced over damage but made the rounds as silent as a pin drop.

Felix scanned the area after his squad killed the last of the hostiles.

"Hendrix,Steiner,Sadiq. Move through the tree and flank them." He ordered over SQUADCOM "The rest of you are with me, we're pushing through the middle. Camo up people."

Hendrix and her team started moving through the thick branches of the trees slowly while Felix and the rest of Khyber crept through the center of the battery.

Felix made a mental command to his HUD to activate a Threat Pulse. The Threat Pulse system is an experimental threat detection module that fires out an invisible pulse that identifies all hostiles in the area.

A total of twenty hostile silhouettes appeared in red on his and his squad's HUDs. A squad of clones were moving towards them in a typical patrol group of four.

"Knives only people, can't let them know we're here" Felix said quietly while pulling out his knife. "Fujioka, jam their radios."

Felix slid behind a crate as the rest of his squad fanned out. Fujioka jammed the clones' radios without them even noticing.

Felix marked the clone sergeant for himself while his team picked their targets.

As soon as the clone troopers moved into the kill box Felix moved into action. He jumped the distance between himself and the clone sergeant with the assistance of the nano-armor in no time. He effortlessly slid the knife into the man's throat while in the air before slamming him down on the ground with a sickening crunch.

Felix pulled his knife and looked back to see his team take out their assigned targets with no trouble.

"We have little time now that their patrol is dead and comms are out, double time it people!" He ordered with fervor as him and his squad moved ahead to take out the rest of the enemies.

"Fujioka, hit their radios with the loudest shit you've got, give 'em a little show." Felix said with slight regret.

"_Copy that Sarge, these shiri ana are going to have one hell of a party" _Responded Fujioka with an almost child-like glee.

Not a moment later, shouts of pain were heard as the Republic troops were assaulted with eardrum shattering sound waves.

Khyber Squad wasted no time as they started firing at the incapacitated clones.

Felix watched as one helmet less and disoriented trooper attempted to fire his gun only to have his head blown off his body by a well placed neck shot.

A clone gunner came charging at Felix with a vibro blade in hand. He reached Felix and tried to swipe at him but Felix, being an well trained in many forms of martial arts, grabbed the offending appendage, disarming the man before flipping him on the ground and slamming the blade into his face.

Felix ran and picked up his gun before shooting a clone straight Through the side of the head as he threw a thermal detonator.

The explosive flew wide and hit the control panel on one of the artillery pieces, melting it and rendering the physical controls useless.

Felix sighed as he looked at the cannon. He would have to get Rodriguez to jury rig the gun to work on remote access. It would take longer than the other guns.

A few blaster bolts hit hit and caused his shields to flare up so he rolled into cover.

Felix scanned the area and found four clones assaulting his position, giving him little chance of being able to emerge from cover. He had and idea as he set hit rifle to automatic.

He got up and jumped as high as he could before activating his thrusters. He was sent flying through the air at high speeds and started firing his gun at the clones.

The Republic soldiers barely had time to react as the UNSC operative literally mowed them down in a torrent of hyper sonic tungsten slugs that ripped through them like paper.

He landed on the ground and rolled to his feet before getting hit by the back of a gun. A clone trooper with custom markings and a different armor configuration hit Felix with the back of his DC-15A as if it were a baseball bat.

Felix stumbled a little but barely felt the hit as his shields and armor absorbed most of the blow.

He managed to get a quick glance and fully determine who his foe was

_What the hell is an ARC trooper doing here? _He thought to himself.

The clone charged Felix and knocked him to the ground before proceeding to punch him rapidly. Felix grabbed the man's left arm before pulling him down and hitting him in the face with a jab.

The visor shattered at the impact zone and cracked along other parts while the man's head snapped back and stunned him.

Felix took this opportunity to grab him and throw him off of himself.

He quickly got to his feet just as the clone was attempting to get up. He watched as the trooper took out a syringe of sorts and injected himself with what Felix assumed to be highly potent combat stims.

The clone shook his head and got up before getting up and assuming a combat stance albeit a bit shakily.

"Come on, is that all you've got caveman?! He shouted at Felix.

"You ain't seen shit _princess._" Felix responded with a sarcastic snort.

The clone angrily snarled at Felix before charging at him full tilt.

He threw a punch at him but Felix grabbed his arm and jumped while kneeing him right in the head. Felix heard a loud crack and a crunch confirming that he caused some serious damage

.

The ARC trooper was sent flying while his helmet shattered and flew off of his head.

He landed on the ground and tumbled before coming to rest on hist stomach.

Felix walked up to the man and rolled him on his back.

The trooper's eyes were open and he had blood coming out of his ears, mouth and broken nose. His neck was also bent slightly odd. Broken neck and fatal blunt force trauma to the head.

The soldier had a shaved head with two lightning tattoos on either side of his head.

He also had a look of fierce determination in his dead eyes. Felix sighed as he leaned down and closed the man's eyes for good.

Although Felix hated to admit it, he almost enjoyed a good fight like that, it made his blood rush.

The clones were all but wiped out now as Hendrix and her team moved in and finished off the last few hostiles.

Hendrix walked up to Felix and put her hand on his shoulder.

"What now _Frolic_? She asked amusingly.

"Command gave us these to load into the shells." He said matter-of-factually while pulling six cylinders out of his pack, each one slightly larger than a travel mug.

Hendrix's eyes widened when she saw what the contents were.

"Felix, this is barbaric, the Geneva Con-"

"The Geneva Convention means jack when we're light years away from Earth fighting a foe who neither knows nor cares about what our laws that we created six hundred years say." He cut her off abruptly. "If you haven't realized Corporal Hendrix, we're in a bit of a pinch here. We need every advantage we can get against a numerically superior foe. Orders are orders, and I'm not about to break them now."

"You're different than you used to be Sergeant Blackman. I barely recognize you." She said sadly before walking away.

Felix closed his eyes and sighed, he didn't have time to dwell on the past right now, he had a mission to accomplish.

"Fujioka, crack their communication codes, I ears on their movements at all times" He ordered over SQUADCOM while marking a communication mast. "Rodriguez, rig that busted gun with remote access, we need every gun online yesterday."

Two green lights flashed in acknowledgment as the two Airborne operatives went off to do their respective jobs.

Fujioka effortless ripped the casing off of the panel with the assistance of the armor's artificial "muscles'. He put is hand on the panel and a holographic display projected in front of him from his helmet.

A dumb AI in his armor started to assist him in breaking the codes on the Republic's communication network.

"Alright buddy, let's bust her wide open." He muttered to himself while his fingers flew across the screen.

Back with Felix, he found a damaged datapad in the hand of a dead clone captain. He bent down and saw that the damage kept the thing unlocked so he put his hand on it and uploaded the data on to his suit.

He started to sift through the information and found that a lot of the data was corrupted or deleted. He found one that caught his attention so he opened it.

A communique from the Republic's Invasion Force HQ, addressed to select Republic officers in the field, but some of the data was corrupted

The only thing on the communique was the word confidential and a set of coordinates.

Felix input the coordinates into his HUD and saw a waypoint indicator appear one click behind enemy lines.

He decided to check it out after the primary objective is complete.

"_Sarge, I got the guns up and running. Transferring control to you now." _Said Rodriguez over the comms.

Felix went to one of the guns and found a conveyor system for loading the shells into the gun.

He approached it and began opening up slots at the front of the shells and placing the white phosphorus canisters inside of them.

"Fujioka, status on the comms?" He asked.

"_All good Sergeant, I'll send you the frequencies now." _Responded Fujioka.

Felix was instantly pinged with multiple Republic communication frequencies.

"_Zillo-1 to all Zillo callsigns, check your sectors."_

" _Aiwha Lead this is Anooba with an immediate CAS request."_

"_Go ahead Anooba."_

"_Immediate, multiple armored vehicles accompanied by company sized force of foot mobiles, target location 115813 elevation sixty feet, how copy?"_

"_Solid copy, time on target 4.3 seconds."_

Felix went through the frequencies until he came across a perfect target, a Republic convoy pushing through the commercial district.

He brought up a holographic display and started to operate the guns.

He re-oriented three guns towards their position, and another three towards the nearest Republic artillery battery.

All of the guns fired simultaneously and Felix set them to fire until the conveyors ran out of ammo. He had Rodriguez and Gaines rig the guns and the ammo supply with explosives that would go off once the guns ran out of ammo.

"Alright people, head back to the Cheetah, let the bastards figure out what's going." He ordered while heading towards the Cheetah.

They all started sprinting to the Cheetah, which took little time considering it was parked less than one hundred yards away while cloaked.

Felix came to a halt and turned to his squad.

"There's been a change of plans" He said. "We're taking a little detour before proceeding to do recon near the Republic LZ."

"What do you mean sir?" Asked Fujioka.

Felix uploaded the coordinates to his squad.

"The commanding officer of that battery had a datapad with a confidential communique. Most of the data was corrupted but there was coordinates." He stated bluntly "We're going to check out what's so confidential about this. Mount up people."

Khyber Squad mounted the Cheetah without any hesitation as Felix got into the driver's seat. He floored the accelerator and sped off towards the waypoint.

**2 minutes later.**

The Cheetah slowed to a halt and Felix powered it down and cloaked it.

Khyber Squad piled out and cloaked themselves while Felix took point. He motioned for them to stop when he saw a large force of Republic troops camped out in front of a large blast door with a hardlight barrier.

All around the blast door were signs that the Republic had to blow apart sections of terrain and their fruitless attempts at trying to get through the doors once they found them.

"I guess we figured out half the problem to the situation." Muttered Felix to no one in particular.

Felix thought of a few different plans to get inside but none of them ever had any good results.

"OK, anyone got any ideas as to how we can get inside there?" He asked everyone.

"I do sir." Said Rodriguez raising his hand.

"Alright, let's hear it."

"That." Stated Rodriguez pointing towards an unoccupied AT-TE "We could use that to distract them."

Felix thought the idea was crazy enough that it might work. After going over the details with his team, he came up with a plan.

Corporal Victor Rodriguez saw action against the Republic one Antar IV one year ago. He managed to get some training in the use of captured Republic AT-TEs should the need ever arise to use one.

He would be driving the walker.

Private Jackson Gaines was chosen to be the gunner as he specializes in the use of heavy weapons, the AT-TE mass driver cannon is no exception.

They would provide a distraction while the rest of the squad entered in to the base through a hidden secondary entrance that Felix's VISR system located.

"Gaines, Rodriguez, as soon as you feel you're about to be overwhelmed, just bail out and scatter." He addressed them with concern "I don't want two men down on my hands, good luck out there."

The two saluted Felix before cloaking themselves and moving towards the walker.

The area around the walker was void of any Republic soldiers as they were busy in other areas, not expecting the UNSC troops would be right under their noses.

They were still on alert after hearing about what happened with their artillery but were blatantly unaware that despite multiple airstrikes against the artillery, the UNSC operatives were unaffected.

Felix watched as Rodriguez hit a button on the side of the walkers cockpit, opening it up.

A squad of clones saw this and started to fire at him until Gaines obliterated them and a dozen other clones with the mass driver.

The cockpit closed and the walker started to turn towards the Republic encampment, which by this point was completely aware and trying to counterattack.

The walkers quad blaster cannons started to fire at the Republic troops while the mass driver blew apart hard targets.

Felix and team took this as a sign to move and they started to run towards the secondary entrance.

They arrived at a small cliff and used a combination of suit power and thrusters to easily jump on the ledge.

They went into a full sprint towards the hidden entrance and made sure that no Republic troops accidentally spotted the their thruster jump.

Felix spotted the door and saw that there was a security pad on it.

"Fujioka! Crack that damn thing!" He ordered with exasperation.

Fujioka ran up to the security pad and started to hack it. His holo-display then started to flash purple before disappearing.

"Whoa! What the fuck?!" Fujioka exclaimed with confusion.

"What happened? Any problems?" Asked Felix with concern.

"No actually. Someone just stole control from me and did my job faster than I could have."

Felix looked at him quizzically.

"Someone?" Felix questioned.

"An AI. And a damn powerful one at that." Responded Fujioka with wounded pride.

Before anything else could be said the door opened up.

Felix wasted no time and ordered everyone inside before following and seeing the door shut behind him.

When he turned around he realized why this facility was so important. An Office of Naval Intelligence logo was proudly displayed on the wall across from them.

Before any of them could say anything, a purple figure appeared caused everyone to snap their rifle in it's direction.

"Now that's quite rude you know, I did let you in did I not?" The figure, now revealed to be a purple young woman with long messy hair and an over sized baggy sweater.

"Who the hell are you?" Questioned Felix.

"I believe Lance Corporal Fujioka already told you that I am an AI. My name is Annabelle by the way, ONI tenth generation smart AI at your service Sergeant Blackman." Said Annabelle in a cheery town before lazily bowing.

"So why did you let us in?" Asked Felix.

"Well, for one, you are the only UNSC personnel in the area, so it's my duty and two, I thought you guys might need a little breather from at that sneaking and shooting that you've been doing." Annabelle cheerily stated.

"Take a breather? I've got two guys out there fighting against an army, it's a little hard to do when that's happening." Felix said while trying to not lose his cool.

"Oh, you mean Corporal Rodriguez and Private Gaines? They're fine, they managed to escape into the forest just after I let you in. They did quite a number on those assholes who set up camp and created an eyesore out front" She said with a mixture of emotions."Oh, by the way, Come with me, I have something cool to show you."

Felix shrugged and followed the AI down some corridors with his team until they came to a door that says Authorized Personnel Only.

"Where the hell is everyone? It's not like ONI to just up and leave their facilities like this" Stated Felix with evident confusion.

"As soon as Republic forces were detected making their way towards the planet, everyone was evacuated." Replied Annabelle "They had little time to do so and they left some things behind that they either couldn't destroy or had no time to do so."

After that Felix started to think of what could possibly be down here that's got the Republic in a frenzy to crack it wide open.

Annabelle waved her hand and the door opened up into a large hangar.

What Felix saw inside made his eyes go wide.

A sleek, stealthy black Warframe with similarities to an AM7 Asimov, but otherwise put it to shame, stood into the middle of the large hangar.

"Ladies and gentlemen, I'd like to introduce to you the XAM8 Orwell Prototype Warframe."

**Bridge, _Messenger of Sorrow_**

**Holding orbit over human city Costa Verde**

**44th Year in the Age of Forgiveness **

**00:11 GST**

**Ultra Nago Xelta'an, 2nd Attack Legion, Fleet of Divine Justice, Swords of Sanghelios**

"Fleetmaster, I'm going to let you and your men handle things on you end and do things your way but let me be clear on one thing: Make them suffer for attacking us." Said the grizzled human Admiral, Papadakos.

"By your word Admiral, we shall crush these vermin like the insects they are." Proudly stated the baritone voiced Fleetmaster Qalo Nagar.

The Admiral smiled and saluted to which the Fleetmaster responded with before the link was cut.

The Assault Carrier _Messenger of Sorrow _ was the flagship of the Fleet of Diving Justice, made up of two heavily modified CCS-class Battlecruisers and three SDV-class heavy corvettes.

Nago watched the whole meeting between the Fleetmaster and his human counterpart, a man that many Sangheili warriors knew of and studied his style of warfare that proved to be highly effective.

The Fleetmaster turned and walked over to Nago.

"It is time my old friend. Take your legion and smite the enemies of our allies." Said the Fleetmaster while saluting Nago.

"Yes Fleetmaster by your word." Nago saluted back before heading towards the hangars.

Nago was excited to fight this new foe.

They dared to attack the allies of Sanghelios, as such they have sealed their fate and the price of that fate was blood.

**A/N: And there we have it ladies and gents. The Sangheili are now in the game, so the Republic has every right to tremble beneath their action will only increase and I'll try to lengthen the chapters. Hope you enjoyed, remember to pop a review and favorite or whatever you people do...**


End file.
